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PREFACE. 

If  the  title  chosen  for  this  book  should  be  impeached  on 
the  score  of  inaccuracy  and  presumption,  I  must  admit  that 
it  might  not  seem  easy  to  confute  the  charge.  A  full  and 
thorough  study  of  the  great  master  whose  name  is  the 
crowning  glory  of  the  nineteenth  century  could  scarcely  be 
comprised  in  ten  times  the  space  here  allotted  to  a  rapid 
and  imperfect  survey  of  so  sublime  and  inexhaustible  a 
subject.  My  principal  aim  has  been  to  bring  into  more 
prominent  relief  such  aspects  of  the  poet  and  the  man  as 
hitherto,  for  various  worse  or  better  reasons,  have  found 
least  recognition  or  least  acknowledgment  in  England.  It 
is  on  this  account,  no  less  than  on  account  of  my  own 
conscious  inability  to  say  anything  unfamiliar  to  anybody  in 
praise  of  his  great  romances,  that  only  a  few  words  have 
been  given  to  works  of  world-wide  fame,  and  of  a  popularity 
qualified  only  by  the  exceptional  protests  of  malignant  or 
obtuse  eccentricity.  Notre  Dame  de  Paris  and  Les  Mist- 
rabies  need  little  more  introduction  to  foreign  readers  than 
to  French  :  and  as  a  dramatist  Victor  Hugo  is  probably  far 
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better  known  abroad  than  as  a  lyric  or  elegiac  or  epic  or  satiric 
poet.  I  have  no  further  excuse  and  no  better  explanation 
to  offer  for  such  various  and  serious  shortcomings  as  will 
probably  be  detected  in  a  work  which  at  least  lays  no  claim 
to  completeness  and  makes  no  pretence  to  adequacy  ;  but 
which,  if  it  should  ever  be  found  serviceable  as  an  introduc- 
tion to  the  study  of  the  greatest  writer  whom  the  world  has 
seen  since  Shakespeare,  will  have  fulfilled  the  utmost  hope 
and  realized  the  utmost  ambition  of  its  author. 


THE    WORK  OF    VICTOR   HUGO. 

In  the  spring  of  1616  the  greatest  Englishman  of  all  time 
passed  away  with  no  public  homage  or  notice,  and  the  first 
tributes  paid  to  his  memory  were  prefixed  to  the  miserably 
,  garbled  and  inaccurate  edition  of  his  works  which  was  issued 
seven  years  later  by  a  brace  of  players  under  the  patronage  of 
a  brace  of  peers.  In  the  spring  of  1885  the  greatest  French- 
man of  all  time  has  passed  away  amid  such  universal  anguish 
and  passion  of  regret  as  never  before  accompanied  the  death 
of  the  greatest  among  poets.  The  contrast  is  of  course  not 
wholly  due  to  the  incalculable  progress  of  humanity  during 
the  two  hundred  and  sixty-nine  years  which  divide  the  date 
of  our  mourning  from  the  date  of  Shakespeare's  death  :  nor 
even  to  the  vast  superiority  of  Frenchmen  to  Englishmen  in 
the  quality  of  generous,  just,  and  reasonable  gratitude  for  the 
very  highest  of  all  benefits  that  man  can  confer  on  mankind. 
For  the  greatest  poet  of  this  century  has  been  more  than  such 
a  force  of  indirect  and  gradual  beneficence  as  every  great 
writer  must  needs  be.  His  spiritual  service  has  been  in  its 
inmost  essence,  in  its  highest  development,  the  service  of  a 
healer  and  a  comforter,  the  work  of  a  redeemer  and  a  prophet. 
Above  all  other  apostles  who  have  brought  us  each  the  glad 
tidings  of  his  peculiar  gospel,  the  free  gifts  of  his  special  in- 
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spiration,  has  this  one  deserved  to  be  called  by  the  most 
beautiful  and  tender  of  all  human  titles — the  son  of  conso- 
lation. His  burning  wrath  and  scorn  unquenchable  were 
fed  with  light  and  heat  from  the  inexhaustible  dayspring 
of  his  love — a  fountain  of  everlasting  and  unconsuming  fire. 
We  know  of  no  such  great  poet  so  good,  of  no  such  good  man 
so  great  in  genius  :  not  though  Milton  and  Shelley,  our 
greatest  lyric  singer  and  our  single  epic  poet,  remain  with  us 
for  signs  and  examples  of  devotion  as  heroic  and  self-sacrifice 
as  pure.  And  therefore  it  is  but  simply  reasonable  that  not 
those  alone  should  mourn  for  him  who  have  been  reared 
and  nurtured  on  the  fruits  of  his  creative  spirit  :  that  those 
also  whom  he  wrought  and  fought  for,  but  who  know  him 
only  as  their  champion  and  their  friend — they  that  cannot 
even  read  him,  but  remember  how  he  laboured  in  their 
cause,  that  their  children  might  fare  otherwise  than  they — 
should  bear  no  unequal  part  in  the  burden  of  this  infinite 
and  worldwide  sorrow. 

For  us,  who  from  childhood  upwards  have  fostered  and 
fortified  whatever  of  good  was  born  in  us — all  capacity  of 
spiritual  work,  all  seed  of  human  sympathy,  all  powers  of 
hope  and  faith,  all  passions  and  aspirations  found  loyal  to  the 
service  of  duty  and  of  love — with  the  bread  of  his  death- 
less word  and  the  wine  of  his  immortal  song,  the  one  thing 
possible  to  do  in  this  first  hour  of  bitterness  and  stupefaction 
at  the  sense  of  a  loss  not  possible  yet  to  realize  is  not  to 
declaim  his  praise  or  parade  our  lamentation  in  modulated 
effects  or  efforts  of  panegyric  or  of  dirge  :  it  is  to  reckon 
up  once  more  the  standing  account  of  our  all  but  incalcu- 
lable debt.  A  brief  and  simple  summary  of  his  published 
works  may  probably  lay  before   the   student  some   points 
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and  some  details  not  generally  familiar  to  the  run  of  Eng- 
lish readers  :  and  I  know  not  what  better  service  might  be 
done  them  than  to  bring  into  their  sight  such  aspects  of 
the  most  multiform  and  many-sided  genius  that  ever  wrough 
in  prose  or  verse  as  are  least  obvious  and  least  notorious 
to  the  foreign  world  of  letters. 

Poet,  dramatist,  novelist,  historian,  philosopher,  and 
patriot,  the  spiritual  sovereign  of  the  nineteenth  century  was 
before  all  things  and  above  all  things  a  poet.  Throughout 
all  the  various  and  ambitious  attempts  of  his  marvellous  boy- 
hood— criticism,  drama,  satire,  elegy,  epigram,  and  romance 
— the  dominant  vein  is  poetic.  His  example  will  stand  for 
ever  as  the  crowning  disproof  of  the  doubtless  more  than 
plausible  opinion  that  the  most  amazing  precocity  of  power 
is  a  sign  of  ensuing  impotence  and  premature  decay.  There 
was  never  a  more  brilliant  boy  than  Victor  Hugo  :  but  there 
has  never  been  a  greater  man.  At  any  other  than  a  time  of 
mourning  it  might  be  neither  unseasonable  nor  unprofitable 
to  observe  that  the  boy's  early  verse,  moulded  on  the  models 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  is  an  arsenal  of  satire  on  revolu- 
tionary principles  or  notions  which  might  suffice  to  furnish 
forth  with  more  than  their  natural  equipment  of  epigram  a 
whole  army  of  reactionary  rhymesters  and  pamphleteers. 
But  from  the  first,  without  knowing  it,  he  was  on  the  road 
to  Damascus  :  if  not  to  be  struck  down  by  sudden  miracle, 
yet  by  no  less  inevitable  a  process  to  undergo  a  no  less  un- 
questionable conversion.  At  sixteen  he  wrote  for  a  wager  in 
the  space  of  a  fortnight  the  chivalrous  and  heroic  story  of 
Bug-Jargal  ;  afterwards  recast  and  reinformed  with  fresh 
vigour  of  vitality,  when  the  author  had  attained  the  maturer 
age  of  twenty-three.     His  tenderness  and  manliness  of  spirit 
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were  here  made  nobly  manifest  :  his  originality  and  ardour 
of  imagination,  wild  as  yet  and  crude  and  violent,  found  vent 
two  years  later  in  Han  d'Islande.  But  no  boyish  work  on 
record  ever  showed  more  singular  force  of  hand,  more 
brilliant  variety  of  power  :  though  the  author's  criticism  ten 
years  later  admits  that  '  il  n'y  a  dans  Han  dislande  qu'une 
chose  sentie,  l'amour  du  jeune  homme  ;  qu'une  chose 
observée,  l'amour  de  la  jeune  fille.'  But  as  the  work  of  a 
boy's  fancy  or  invention,  touched  here  and  there  with  genuine 
humour,  terror,  and  pathos,  it  is  not  less  wonderful  than  are 
the  author's  first  odes  for  ease  and  force  and  freshness  and 
fluency  of  verse  imbued  with  simple  and  sincere  feeling,  with 
cordial  and  candid  faith.  And  in  both  these  boyish  stories 
the  hand  of  a  soldier's  son,  a  child  of  the  camp,  reared  in 
the  lap  of  war  and  cradled  in  traditions  of  daring,  is  evident 
whenever  an  episode  of  martial  adventure  comes  in  among 
the  more  fantastic  excursions  of  adolescent  inventiveness. 
But  it  is  in  the  ballads  written  between  his  twenty-second  and 
his  twenty-seventh  year  that  Victor  Hugo  first  showed  him- 
self, beyond  all  question  and  above  all  cavil,  an  original  and 
a  great  poet.  La  Chasse  du  Burgrave  and  Le  Pas  d'Armes  du 
Roi  Jean  would  suffice  of  themselves  to  establish  that.  The 
fire,  the  music,  the  force,  the  tenderness,  the  spirit  of  these 
glorious  little  poems  must  needs,  one  would  think,  impres 
even  such  readers  as  might  be  impervious  to  the  charm  of 
their  exquisitely  vigorous  and  dexterous  execution.  Take 
for  example  this  one  stanza  from  the  ballad  last  men- 
tioned : — 

La  cohue, 

Flot  de  fer, 
Frappe,  hue, 
Remplit  l'air, 
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Et,  profonde, 
Tourne  et  gronde 
Comme  une  onde 
Sur  la  mer. 

It  will  of  course,  I  should  hope,  be  understood  once  for 
all  that  when  I  venture  to  select  for  special  mention  any 
special  poem  of  Hugo's  I  do  not  dream  of  venturing  to 
suggest  that  others  are  not  or  may  not  be  fully  as  worthy  of 
homage,  or  that  anything  of  this  incomparable  master's  work 
will  not  requite  our  study  or  does  not  demand  ouradmiration  ; 
I  do  but  take  leave  to  indicate  in  passing  some  of  those  which 
have  been  to  me  especially  fruitful  of  enduring  delight,  and 
still  are  cherished  in  consequence  with  a  peculiar  gratitude. 

At  twenty-five  the  already  celebrated  lyric  poet  pub- 
lished his  magnificent  historic  drama  of  Cromwell  :  a  work 
sufficient  of  itself  to  establish  the  author's  fame  for  all  ages 
in  which  poetry  and  thought,  passion  and  humour,  subtle 
truth  of  character,  stately  perfection  of  structure,  facile  force 
of  dialogue  and  splendid  eloquence  of  style,  continue  to  be 
admired  and  enjoyed.  That  the  author  has  apparently  con- 
founded one  earl  of  Rochester  with  another  more  famous 
bearer  of  the  same  title  must  not  be  allowed  to  interfere  with 
the  credit  due  to  him  for  wide  and  various  research.  Any 
dullard  can  point  the  finger  at  a  slip  here  and  there  in  the 
history,  a  change  or  an  error  of  detail  or  of  date  :  it  needs 
more  care  to  appreciate  the  painstaking  and  ardent  industry 
which  has  collected  and  fused  together  a  great  mass  of  his- 
toric and  legendary  material,  the  fervent  energy  of  inspira- 
tion which  has  given  life,  order,  and  harmony  to  the  vast 
and  versatile  design.  As  to  the  executive  part  of  the  poem, 
the  least  that  can  be  said  by  any  competent  judge  of  that 
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matter  is  that  Molière  was  already  equalled  and  Corneille 
was  already  excelled  in  their  respective  provinces  of  verse 
by  the  young  conqueror  whose  rule  was  equal  and  imperial 
over  every  realm  of  song.  The  comic  interludes  or  episodes 
of  the  second  and  third  acts,  so  admirably  welded  into  the 
structure  or  woven  into  the  thread  of  the  action,  would  suffice 
to  prove  this  when  collated  with  the  seventeenth  scene  of 
the  third  act  and  the  great  speech  of  Cromwell  in  the  fifth. 

Arrêtez  ! 
Que  veut  dire  ceci  ?     Pourquoi  cette  couronne  ? 
Que  veut-on  que  j'en  fasse  ?  et  qui  donc  me  la  donne  ? 
Est-ce  un  rêve  ?     Est-ce  bien  le  bandeau  que  je  vois  ? 
De  quel  droit  me  vient-on  confondre  avec  les  rois  ? 
Qui  mêle  un  tel  scandale  à  nos  pieuses  fêtes  ? 
Quoi  !  leur  couronne,  à  moi  qui  fais  tomber  leurs  têtes  ! 
S'est-on  mépris  au  but  de  ces  solennités  ? — 
Milords,  messieurs,  anglais,  frères,  qui  m'écoutez, 
Je  ne  viens  point  ici  ceindre  le  diadème, 
Mais  retremper  mon  titre  au  sein  du  peuple  même, 
Rajeunir  mon  pouvoir,  renouveler  mes  droits. 
L'écarlate  sacrée  était  teinte  deux  fois. 
Cette  pourpre  est  au  peuple,  et,  d'une  âme  loyale, 
Je  la  tiens  de  lui. — Mais  la  couronne  royale  ! 
Quand  l'ai-je  demandée  ?     Et  qui  dit  que  j'en  veux  ? 
Je  ne  donnerais  pas  un  seul  de  mes  cheveux, 
De  ces  cheveux  blanchis  à  servir  l'Angleterre, 
Pour  tous  les  fleurons  d'or  des  princes  de  la  terre. 
Otez  cela  d'ici  !     Remportez,  remportez 
Ce  hochet,  ridicule  entre  les  vanités  ! 
N'attendez  pas  qu'aux  pieds  je  foule  ces  misères  ! 
Qu'ils  me  connaissent  mal,  les  hommes  peu  sincères 
Qui  m'osent  affronter  jusqu'à  me  couronner  ! 
J'ai  reçu  de  Dieu  plus  qu'ils  ne  peuvent  donner, 
La  grâce  inamissible  ;  et  de  moi  je  suis  maître. 
Une  fois  fils  du  ciel,  peut-on  cesser  de  l'être  ? 
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De  nos  prospérités  l'univers  est  jaloux. 
Que  me  faut-il  de  plus  que  le  bonheur  de  tous  ? 
Je  vous  l'ai  dit.     Ce  peuple  est  le  peuple  d'élite. 
L'Europe  de  cette  île  est  l'humble  satellite. 
Tout  cède  à  notre  étoile  ;  et  l'impie  est  maudit. 
Il  semble,  à  voir  cela,  que  le  Seigneur  ait  dit  : 
— Angleterre  !  grandis,  et  sois  ma  fille  aînée. 
Entre  les  nations  mes  mains  t'ont  couronnée  ; 
Sois  donc  ma  bien-aimée,  et  marche  à  mes  côtés.— 
Il  déroule  sur  nous  d'abondantes  bontés  ; 
Chaque  jour  qui  finit,  chaque  jour  qui  commence, 
Ajoute  un  anneau  d'or  à  cette  chaîne  immense. 
On  croirait  que  ce  Dieu,  terrible  aux  philistins, 
A  comme  un  ouvrier  composé  nos  destins  ; 
Que  son  bras,  sur  un  axe  indestructible  aux  âges, 
De  ce  vaste  édifice  a  scellé  les  rouages, 
Œuvre  mystérieuse,  et  dont  ses  longs  efforts 
Pour  des  siècles  peut-être  ont  monté  les  ressorts. 
Ainsi  tout  va.     La  roue,  à  la  roue  enchaînée, 
Mord  de  sa  dent  de  fer  la  machine  entraînée  ; 
Les  massifs  balanciers,  les  antennes,  les  poids, 
Labyrinthe  vivant,  se  meuvent  à  la  fois  ; 
L'effrayante  machine  accomplit  sans  relâche 
Sa  marche  inexorable  et  sa  puissante  tâche  ; 
Et  des  peuples  entiers,  pris  dans  ses  mille  bras, 
Disparaîtraient  broyés,  s'ils  ne  se  rangeaient  pas. 
Et  j'entraverais  Dieu,  dont  la  loi  salutaire 
Nous  fait  un  sort  à  part  dans  le  sort  de  la  terre  ! 
J'irais,  du  peuple  élu  foulant  le  droit  ancien, 
Mettre  mon  intérêt  à  la  place  du  sien  ! 
Pilote,  j'ouvrirais  la  voile  aux  vents  contraires  ! 

[Hochant  la  tête.) 
Non,  je  ne  donne  pas  cette  joie  aux  faux  frères. 
Le  vieux  navire  anglais  est  toujours  roi  des  flots. 
Le  colosse  est  debout.     Que  sont  d'obscurs  complots 
Contre  les  hauts  destins  de  la  Grande-Bretagne  ? 
Qu'est-ce  qu'un  coup  de  pioche  aux  flancs  d'une  montagne  ? 
(Promenant  des  yeux  de  lynx  autour  de  lui.) 
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Avis  aux  malveillants  !  on  sait  tout  ce  qu'ils  font. 

Le  flot  est  transparent,  si  l'abîme  est  profond. 

On  voit  le  fond  du  piège  où  rampe  leur  pensée. 

La  vipère  parfois  de  son  dard  s'est  blessée  ; 

Au  feu  qu'on  allumait  souvent  on  se  brûla  ; 

Et  les  yeux  du  Seigneur  vont  courant  çà  et  là. — 

Oui  du  peuple  et  des  rois  a  signé  le  divorce  ? 

Moi. — Croit-on  donc  me  prendre  à  cette  vaine  amorce  ? 

Un  diadème  ! — Anglais,  j'en  brisais  autrefois. 

Sans  en  avoir  porté,  j'en  connais  bien  le  poids. 

Quitter  pour  une  cour  le  camp  qui  m'environne  ? 

Changer  mon  glaive  en  sceptre  et  mon  casque  en  couronne  ? 

Allons  !  suis-je  un  enfant?  me  croit-on  né  d'hier? 

Ne  sais-je  pas  que  l'or  pèse  plus  que  le  fer? 

M'édifier  un  trône  !     Eh  !  c'est  creuser  ma  tombe. 

Cromwell,  pour  y  monter,  sait  trop  comme  on  en  tombe. 

Et  d'ailleurs,  que  d'ennuis  s'amassent  sur  ces  fronts 

Oui  se  rident  sitôt,  hérissés  de  fleurons  ! 

Chacun  de  ces  fleurons  cache  une  ardente  épine 

La  couronne  les  tue  ;  un  noir  souci  les  mine  ; 

Elle  change  en  tyran  le  mortel  le  plus  doux, 

Et,  pesant  sur  le  roi,  le  fait  peser  sur  tous. 

Le  peuple  les  admire,  et,  s'abdiquant  lui-même, 

Compte  tous  les  rubis  dont  luit  le  diadème  ; 

Mais  comme  il  frémirait  pour  eux  de  leur  fardeau, 

S'il  regardait  le  front  et  non  pas  le  bandeau  ! 

Eux,  leur  charge  les  trouble,  et  leurs  mains  souveraines 

De  l'état  chancelant  mêlent  bientôt  les  rênes. — 

Ah  !  remportez  ce  signe  exécrable,  odieux  ! 

Ce  bandeau  trop  souvent  tombe  du  front  aux  yeux. — ■ 

{Larmoyant.) 
Et  qu'en  ferais-je  enfin  ?     Mal  né  pour  la  puissance, 
Je  suis  simple  de  cœur  et  vis  dans  l'innocence. 
Si  j'ai,  la  fronde  en  main,  veillé  sur  le  bercail, 
Si  j'ai  devant  l'écueil  pris  place  au  gouvernail, 
J'ai  dû  me  dévouer  pour  la  cause  commune. 
Mais  que  n'ai-je  vieilli  dans  mon  humble  fortune  ! 
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Que  n'ai-je  vu  tomber  les  tyrans  aux  abois, 
A  l'ombre  de  mon  chaume  et  de  mon  petit  bois  ! 
Hélas  !  j'eusse  aimé  mieux  ces  champs  où  l'on  respire, 
Le  ciel  m'en  est  témoin,  que  les  soins  de  l'empire  ; 
Et  Cromwell  eût  trouvé  plus  de  charme  cent  fois 
A  garder  ses  moutons  qu'à  détrôner  des  rois  ! 

{Pleurant.) 
Que  parle-t-on  de  sceptre  ?     Ah  !  j'ai  manqué  ma  vie. 
Ce  morceau  de  clinquant  n'a  rien  qui  me  convie. 
Ayez  pitié  de  moi,  frères,  loin  d'envier 
Votre  vieux  général,  votre  vieil  Olivier. 
Je  sens  mon  bras  faiblir,  et  ma  fin  est  prochaine. 
Depuis  assez  longtemps  suis-je  pas  à  la  chaîne  ? 
Je  suis  vieux,  je  suis  las  ;  je  demande  merci. 
N'est-il  pas  temps  qu'enfin  je  me  repose  aussi  ? 
Chaque  jour  j'en  appelle  à  la  bonté  divine, 
Et  devant  le  Seigneur  je  frappe  ma  poitrine. 
Que  je  veuille  être  roi  !     Si  frêle  et  tant  d'orgueil  ! 
Ce  projet,  et  j'en  jure  à  côté  du  cercueil, 
Il  m'est  plus  étranger,  frères,  que  la  lumière 
Du  soleil  à  l'enfant  dans  le  sein  de  sa  mère  ! 
Loin  ce  nouveau  pouvoir  à  mes  vœux  présenté  ! 
Je  n'en  accepte  rien, — rien  que  l'hérédité. 

The  subtlety  and  variety  of  power  displayed  in  the  treatment 
of  the  chief  character  should  be  evident  alike  to  those  who 
look  only  on  the  upright  side  of  it  and  those  who  can  see  only 
its  more  oblique  aspect.  The  Cromwell  of  Hugo  is  as  far 
from  the  faultless  monster  of  Carlyle's  creation  and  adora- 
tion as  from  the  all  but  unredeemed  villain  of  royalist  and 
Hibernian  tradition  :  he  is  a  great  and  terrible  poetic  figure, 
imbued  throughout  with  active  life  and  harmonized  through- 
out by  imaginative  intuition  :  a  patriot  and  a  tyrant,  a  dissem- 
bler and  a  believer,  a  practical  humourist  and  a  national  hero. 
The  famous  preface  in  which  the  batteries  of  pseudo- 
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classic  tradition  were  stormed  and  shattered  at  a  charge  has 
itself  long  since  become  a  classic.  That  the  greatest  poet 
was  also  the  greatest  prose-writer  of  his  generation  there  could 
no  longer  be  any  doubt  among  men  of  any  intelligence  :  but 
not  even  yet  was  more  than  half  the  greatness  of  his  multi- 
tudinous force  revealed.  Two  years  later,  at  the  age  of 
twenty-seven,  he  published  the  superb  and  entrancing 
Orientales  :  the  most  musical  and  many-coloured  volume  of 
verse  that  ever  had  glorified  the  language.  From  Le  Feu 
du  Ciel  to  Sara  la  Baigneuse,  from  the  thunder-peals  of 
exterminating  judgment  to  the  flute-notes  of  innocent  girlish 
luxury  in  the  sense  of  loveliness  and  life,  the  inexhaustible 
range  of  his  triumph  expands  and  culminates  and  extends. 
Shelley  has  left  us  no  more  exquisite  and  miraculous  piece 
of  lyrical  craftsmanship  than  Les  Djinns  ;  none  perhaps  so 
rich  in  variety  of  modulation,  so  perfect  in  rise  and  growth 
and  relapse  and  reiterance  of  music. 

Murs,  ville, 
Et  port, 
Asile 
De  mort, 
Mer  grise 
Où  brise 
La  brise, 
Tout  dort. 

Dans  la  plaine 
Naît  un  bruit. 
C'est  l'haleine 
De  la  nuit. 
Elle  brame 
Comme  une  âme 
Qu'une  flamme 
Toujours  suit. 
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Then  the  terrible  music  of  the  flight  of  evil  spirits — '  trou- 
peau lourd  et  rapide  ' — grows  as  it  were  note  by  note  and 
minute  by  minute  up  to  its  full  height  of  tempest,  and 
again  relapses  and  recedes  into  the  subsiding  whisper  of  the 
corresponsive  close. 

Ce  bruit  vague 
Oui  s'endort, 
C'est  la  vague 
Sur  le  bord  ; 
C'est  la  plainte 
Presque  éteinte 
D'une  sainte 
Pour  un  mort. 

On  doute 
La  nuit  .  .  . 
J'écoute  : — 
Tout  fuit, 
Tout  passe  ; 
L'espace 
Efface 
Le  bruit. 

And  here,  like  Shelley,  was  Hugo  already  the  poet  of 
freedom,  a  champion  of  the  sacred  right  and  the  holy  duty 
of  resistance.  The  husk  of  a  royalist  education,  the  crust  of 
reactionary  misconceptions,  had  already  begun  to  drop  off  : 
not  yet  a  pure  republican,  he  was  now  ripe  to  receive  and 
to  understand  the  doctrine  of  human  right,  the  conception 
of  the  common  weal,  as  distinguished  from  imaginary  duties 
and  opposed  to  hereditary  claims. 

The  twenty-eighth  year  of  his  life,  which  was  illuminated 
by  the  issue  of  these  passionate  and  radiant  poems,  witnessed 
also  the  opening  of  his  generous  and  lifelong  campaign  or 


12  A    STUDY  OF   VICTOR  HUGO 

crusade  against  the  principle  of  capital  punishment.  With 
all  possible  reverence  and  all  possible  reluctance,  but  re- 
membering that  without  perfect  straightforwardness  and 
absolute  sincerity  I  should  be  even  unworthier  than  I  am  to 
speak  of  Victor  Hugo  at  all,  I  must  say  that  his  reasoning  on 
this  subject  seems  to  me  insufficient  and  inconclusive  :  that 
his  own  radical  principle,  the  absolute  inviolability  of  human 
life,  the  absolute  sinfulness  of  retributive  bloodshedding,  if 
not  utterly  illogical  and  untenable,  is  tenable  or  logical  only 
on  the  ground  assumed  by  those  quaintest  though  not  least 
pathetic  among  fanatics  and  heroes,  the  early  disciples  of 
George  Fox.  If  a  man  tells  you  that  supernatural  revelation 
has  forbidden  him  to  take  another  man's  life  under  all  and 
any  circumstances,  he  is  above  or  beyond  refutation  :  if  he 
says  that  self-defence  is  justifiable,  and  that  righteous  war- 
fare is  a  patriotic  duty,  but  that  to  exact  from  the  very 
worst  of  murderers,  a  parricide  or  a  poisoner,  a  Philip  the 
Second  or  a  Napoleon  the  Third,  the  payment  of  a  life  for  a 
life — or  even  of  one  infamous  existence  for  whole  hecatombs 
of  innocent  lives — is  an  offence  against  civilization  and  a 
sin  against  humanity,  I  am  not  merely  unable  to  accept  but 
incompetent  to  understand  his  argument.  We  may  most 
heartily  agree  with  him  that  France  is  degraded  by  the 
guillotine,  and  that  England  is  disgraced  by  the  gallows,  and 
yet  our  abhorrence  of  these  barbarous  and  nauseous  bru- 
talities may  not  preclude  us  from  feeling  that  a  dealer  (for 
example)  in  professional  infanticide  by  starvation  might  very 
properly  be  subjected  to  vivisection  without  anaesthetics,  and 
that  all  manly  and  womanly  minds  not  distorted  or  distracted 
by  prepossessions  or  assumptions  might  rationally  and  laud- 
ably rejoice  in   the   prospect  of  this   legal  and  equitable 
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process.  '  The  senseless  old  law  of  retaliation  '  (la  vieille  et 
inepte  loi  du  talion)  is  inept  or  senseless  only  when  the 
application  of  it  is  false  to  the  principle  :  when  justice  in 
theory  becomes  unjust  in  practice.  Another  stale  old 
principle  or  proverb — '  abusus  non  tollit  usum '—suffices  to 
confute  some  of  the  arguments — I  am  very  far  from  saying, 
all — adduced  or  alleged  by  the  ardent  eloquence  of  Victor 
Hugo  in  his  admirable  masterpiece  of  terrible  and  pathetic 
invention,  Le  dernier  jour  d'un  condamné,  and  subsequently 
in  the  impressive  little  history  of  Claude  Gueux,  in  the 
famous  speech  on  behalf  of  Charles  Hugo  when  impeached 
on  a  charge  of  insult  to  the  laws  in  an  article  on  the  punish- 
ment of  death,  and  in  the  fervent  eloquence  of  his  appeal  on 
the  case  of  a  criminal  executed  in  Guernsey,  and  of  his  pro- 
test addressed  to  Lord  Palmerston  against  the  horrible 
result  of  its  rejection.  That  certain  surviving  methods  of 
execution  are  execrable  scandals  to  the  country  which  main- 
tains them,  he  has  proved  beyond  all  humane  or  reasonable 
question  :  and  that  all  murderers  are  not  alike  inexcusable  is 
no  less  indisputable  a  proposition  :  but  beyond  these  two 
points  the  most  earnest  and  exuberant  advocacy  can  advance 
nothing  likely  to  convince  any  but  those  already  converted 
to  the  principle  that  human  life  must  never  be  taken  in 
punishment  of  crime — that  there  are  not  criminals  whose 
existence  insults  humanity,  and  cries  aloud  on  justice  for 
mercy's  very  sake  to  cut  it  off. 

The  next  year  (1830)  is  famous  for  ever  beyond  all  others 
in  the  history  of  French  literature  :  it  was  the  year  oiHernani, 
the  date  of  liberation  and  transfiguration  for  the. tragic  stage 
of  France.  The  battle  which  raged  round  the  first  acted 
play  of  Hugo's  and  the  triumph  which  crowned  the  struggles 
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of  its  champions,  are  not  these  things  written  in  too  many 
chronicles  to  be  for  the  thousandth  time  related  here  ?  And 
of  its  dramatic  and  poetic  quality  what  praise  could  be  uttered 
that  must  not  before  this  have  been  repeated  at  least  some 
myriads  of  times  ?  But  if  there  be  any  mortal  to  whom  the 
heroic  scene  of  the  portraits,  the  majestic  and  august  mono- 
logue of  Charles  the  Fifth  at  the  tomb  of  Charles  the  Great, 
the  terrible  beauty,  the  vivid  pathos,  the  bitter  sweetness  of 
the  close,  convey  no  sense  of  genius  and  utter  no  message 
of  delight,  we  can  only  say  that  it  would  simply  be  natural, 
consistent,  and  proper  for  such  a  critic  to  recognize  in 
Shakespeare  a  barbarian,  and  a  Philistine  in  Milton. 

Nevertheless,  if  we  are  to  obey  the  perhaps  rather 
childish  impulse  of  preference  and  selection  among  the 
highest  works  of  the  highest  among  poets,  I  will  avow  that 
to  my  personal  instinct  or  apprehension  Marion  de  Lor/ne 
seems  a  yet  more  perfect  and  pathetic  masterpiece  than 
even  Hernani  itself.  The  always  generous  and  loyal  Dumas 
placed  it  at  the  very  head  of  his  friend's  dramatic  works. 
Written,  as  most  readers  (I  presume)  will  remember,  before 
its  predecessor  on  the  stage,  it  was  prohibited  on  the  in- 
sanely fatuous  pretext  that  the  presentation  of  King  Louis 
the  Thirteenth  was  an  indirect  affront  to  the  majesty  of  King 
Charles  the  Tenth.  After  that  luckless  dotard  had  been 
driven  off  his  throne,  it  was  at  once  proposed  to  produce 
the  hitherto  interdicted  play  before  an  audience  yet  palpi- 
tating with  the  thrill  of  revolution  and  resentment.  But 
the  chivalrous  loyalty  of  Victor  Hugo  refused  to  accept  a 
facile  and  factitious  triumph  at  the  expense  of  an  exiled  old 
man,  over  the  ruins  of  a  shattered  old  cause.  The  play 
was  not  permitted  by  its  author  to  enter  till  the  spring  of 
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the  following  year  on  its  inevitable  course  of  glory.  It  is  a 
curious  and  memorable  fact  that  the  most  tender-hearted  of 
all  great  poets  had  originally  made  the  hero  of  this  tragedy 
leave  the  heroine  unforgiven  for  the  momentary  and  reluc- 
tant relapse  into  shame  by  which  she  had  endeavoured  to 
repurchase  his  forfeited  life  ;  and  that  Prosper  Mérimée 
should  have  been  the  first,  Marie  Dorval  the  second,  to  re- 
claim a  little  mercy  for  the  penitent.  It  is  to  their  pleading 
that  we  owe  the  sublime  pathos  of  the  final  parting  between 
Marion  and  Didier. 

In  one  point  it  seems  to  me  that  this  immortal  master- 
piece may  perhaps  be  reasonably  placed,  with  Le  Roi  s'amuse 
and  Ruy  Bias,  in  triune  supremacy  at  the  head  of  Victor 
Hugo's  plays.  The  wide  range  of  poetic  abilities,  the  har- 
monious variety  of  congregated  powers,  displayed  in  these 
three  great  tragedies  through  almost  infinite  variations  of 
terror  and  pity  and  humour  and  sublime  surprise,  will  seem 
to  some  readers,  whose  reverence  is  no  less  grateful  for 
other  gifts  of  the  same  great  hand,  unequalled  at  least  till 
the  advent  in  his  eighty-first  year  of  Torquemada. 

Victor  Hugo  was  not  yet  thirty  when  all  these  triumphs 
lay  behind  him.  In  the  twenty-ninth  year  of  a  life  which 
would  seem  fabulous  and  incredible  in  the  record  of  its 
achievements  if  divided  by  lapse  of  time  from  all  possible 
proof  of  its  possibility  by  the  attestation  of  dates  and  facts, 
he  published  in  February  Notre-Dame  de  Paris,  in  Novem- 
ber Les  Feuilles  d'Automne  :  that  the  two  dreariest  months 
of  the  year  might  not  only  '  smell  April  and  May,'  but  out- 
shine July  and  August.  The  greatest  of  all  tragic  romances 
has  a  Grecian  perfection  of  structure,  with  a  Gothic  inten- 
sity of  pathos.      To  attempt  the  praise  of  such   a   work 
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would  be  only  less  idle  than  to  refuse  it.  Terror  and  pity, 
with  eternal  fate  for  key-note  to  the  strain  of  story,  never 
struck  deeper  to  men's  hearts  through  more  faultless  evo- 
lution of  combining  circumstance  on  the  tragic  stage  of 
Athens.  Louis  the  Eleventh  has  been  painted  by  many 
famous  hands,  but  Hugo's  presentation  of  him,  as  compared 
for  example  with  Scott's,  is  as  a  portrait  by  Velasquez  to  a 
portrait  by  Vandyke.  The  style  was  a  new  revelation  of 
the  supreme  capacities  of  human  speech  :  the  touch  of  it 
on  any  subject  of  description  or  of  passion  is  as  the  touch 
of  the  sun  for  penetrating  irradiation  and  vivid  evocation 
of  life. 

From  the  Autumn  Leaves  to  the  Songs  of  the  Twilight, 
and  again  from  the  Inner  Voices  to  the  Sunbeams  a?id 
Shadows,  the  continuous  jet  of  lyric  song  through  a  space 
of  ten  fertile  years  was  so  rich  in  serene  and  various  beauty 
that  the  one  thing  notable  in  a  flying  review  of  its  radiant 
course  is  the  general  equality  of  loveliness  in  form  and 
colour,  which  is  relieved  and  heightened  at  intervals  by 
some  especial  example  of  a  beauty  more  profound  or  more 
sublime.  The  first  volume  of  the  four,  if  I  mistake  not, 
won  a  more  immediate  and  universal  homage  than  the  rest  : 
its  unsurpassed  melody  was  so  often  the  raiment  of  emotion 
which  struck  home  to  all  hearts  a  sense  of  domestic  tender- 
ness too  pure  and  sweet  and  simple  for  perfect  expression 
by  any  less  absolute  and  omnipotent  lord  of  style,  that  it  is 
no  wonder  if  in  many  minds — many  mothers'  minds  espe- 
cially— there  should  at  once  have  sprung  up  an  all  but 
ineradicable  conviction  that  no  subsequent  verse  must  be 
allowed  to  equal  or  excel  the  volume  which  contained  such 
flowerlike  jewels  of  song  as  the  nineteenth  and  twentieth  of 
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these  unwithering  and  imperishable  Leaves.  But  no  error 
possible  to  a  rational  creature  could  be  more  serious  or 
more  complete  than  the  assumption  of  any  inferiority  in  the 
volume  containing  the  two  glorious  poems  addressed  to 
Admiral  Canaris,  the  friend  (may  I  be  forgiven  the  filial 
vanity  or  egotism  which  impels  me  to  record  it?)  of  the  present 
writer's  father  in  his  youth  ;  the  two  first  in  date  of  Hugo's 
finest  satires,  the  lines  that  scourge  a  backbiter  and  the  lines 
that  brand  a  traitor  (the  resonant  and  radiant  indignation  of 
the  latter  stands  unsurpassed  in  the  very  Châtiments  them- 
selves) ;  the  two  most  enchanting  aubades  or  songs  of  sun- 
rise that  ever  had  outsung  the  birds  and  outsweetened  the 
flowers  of  the  dawn  ;  and — for  here  I  can  cite  no  more — 
the  closing  tribute  of  lines  more  bright  than  the  lilies  whose 
name  they  bear,  offered  by  a  husband's  love  at  the  sweet 
still  shrine  of  motherhood  and  wifehood.  The  first  two 
stanzas  of  the  second  aubade  are  all  that  can  here  be  quoted. 

L'aurore  s'allume, 
L'ombre  épaisse  fuit  ; 
Le  rêve  et  la  brume 
Vont  où  va  la  nuit  ; 
Paupières  et  roses 
S'ouvrent  demi-closes  ; 
Du  réveil  des  choses 
On  entend  le  bruit. 

Tout  chante  et  murmure, 
Tout  parle  à  la  fois, 
Fumée  et  verdure, 
Les  nids  et  les  toits  ; 
Le  vent  parle  aux  chênes, 
L'eau  parle  aux  fontaines  ; 
Toutes  les  haleines 
Deviennent  des  voix. 
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And  in  each  of  the  two  succeeding  volumes  there  is, 
among  all  their  other  things  of  price,  a  lyric  which  may  even 
yet  be  ranked  with  the  highest  subsequent  work  of  its  author 
for  purity  of  perfection,  for  height  and  fullness  of  note,  for 
music  and  movement  and  informing  spirit  of  life.  We 
ought  to  have  in  English,  but  I  fear — or  rather  I  am  only 
too  sure — we  have  not,  a  song  in  which  the  sound  of  the  sea 
is  rendered  as  in  that  translation  of  the  trumpet-blast  of  the 
night-wind,  with  all  its  wails  and  pauses  and  fluctuations  and 
returns,  done  for  once  into  human  speech  and  interpreted 
into  spiritual  sense  for  ever.  For  instinctive  mastery  of  its 
means  and  absolute  attainment  of  its  end,  for  majesty  of 
living  music  and  fidelity  of  sensitive  imagination,  there  is 
no  lyric  poem  in  any  language  more  wonderful  or  more 
delightful. 

UNE  NUIT  QU'ON  ENTENDAIT  LA   MER 
SANS  LA    VOIR. 

Quels  sont  ces  bruits  sourds  ? 
Écoutez  vers  l'onde 
Cette  voix  profonde 
Oui  pleure  toujours 
Et  qui  toujours  gronde, 
Quoiqu'un  son  plus  clair 
Parfois  l'interrompe  .  .  . — 
Le  vent  de  la  mer 
Souffle  dans  sa  trompe. 

Comme  il  pleut  ce  soir  ! 
N'est-ce  pas,  mon  hôte  ? 
Là-bas,  à  la  côte, 
Le  ciel  est  bien  noir, 
La  mer  est  bien  haute  ! 
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On  dirait  l'hiver  ; 
Parfois  on  s'y  trompe  .  .  . — 
Le  vent  de  la  mer 
Souffle  dans  sa  trompe. 

Oh  !  marins  perdus  ! 
Au  loin,  dans  cette  ombre, 
Sur  la  nef  qui  sombre, 
Que  de  bras  tendus 
Vers  la  terre  sombre  ! 
Pas  d'ancre  de  fer 
Que  le  flot  ne  rompe. — 
Le  vent  de  la  mer 
Souffle  dans  sa  trompe. 

Nochers  imprudents  ! 
Le  vent  dans  la  voile 
Déchire  la  toile 
Comme  avec  les  dents  ! 
Là-haut  pas  d'étoile  ! 
L'un  lutte  avec  l'air, 
L'autre  est  à  la  pompe. — 
Le  vent  de  la  mer 
Souffle  dans  sa  trompe. 

C'est  toi,  c'est  ton  feu 
Que  le  nocher  rêve, 
Quand  le  flot  s'élève, 
Chandelier  que  Dieu 
Pose  sur  la  grève, 
Phare  au  rouge  éclair 
Que  la  brume  estompe  ! — 
Le  vent  de  la  mer 
Souffle  dans  sa  trompe. 

A  yet  sweeter  and  sadder  and  more  magical  sea-song 
there  was  yet  to  come  years  after — but  only  from  the  lips  of 
an  exile.     Of  the  ballad — so  to  call  it,  if  any  term  of  defini- 
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tion  may  suffice — which  stands  out  as  a  crowning  splendour 
among  Les  Rayons  et  les  Ombres,  not  even  Hugo's  own  elo- 
quence, had  it  been  the  work  (which  is  impossible)  of  any 
other  great  poet  in  all  time,  could  have  said  anything  ade- 
quate at  all.  Not  even  Coleridge  and  Shelley,  the  sole  twin 
sovereigns  of  English  lyric  poetry,  could  have  produced  this 
little  piece  of  lyric  work  by  combination  and  by  fusion  of 
their  gifts.  The  pathetic  truthfulness  and  the  simple  man- 
fulness  of  the  mountain  shepherd's  distraction  and  devotion 
might  have  been  given  in  ruder  phrase  and  tentative  render- 
ing by  the  nameless  ballad-makers  of  the  border  :  but  here 
is  a  poem  which  unites  something  of  the  charm  of  Clerk 
Saunders  and  The  Wife  of  Usher's  Well  with  something  of 
the  magic  of  Christabel  and  the  Ode  to  the  West  Wind: 
a  thing,  no  doubt,  impossible  ;  but  none  the  less  obviously 
accomplished. l 

1  In  the  winter  of  the  year  which  in  spring  had  seen  Les  Rayons  et 
les  Ombres  come  forth  to  kindle  and  refresh  the  hearts  of  readers,  Victor 
Hugo  published  an  ode  in  the  same  key  as  those  To  the  Column  and 
To  the  Arch  of  Triumph,  on  the  return  and  reinterment  of  the  dead 
Napoleon.  Full  of  noble  feeling  and  sonorous  eloquence,  the  place  of 
this  poem  in  any  collection  of  its  author's  works  is  distinctly  and  un- 
mistakably marked  out  by  every  quality  it  has  and  by  every  quality  it 
wants.  In  style  and  in  sentiment,  in  opinion  and  in  rhythm,  it  is  one 
with  the  national  and  political  poems  which  had  already  been  published 
by  the  author  since  the  date  of  his  Oi-ientaks  :  in  other  words,  it  is  in 
every  possible  point  utterly  and  absolutely  unlike  the  poems  long  after- 
wards to  be  written  by  the  author  in  exile.  Its  old  place,  therefore, 
in  all  former  editions,  at  the  end  of  the  volume  containing  the  poems 
previously  published  in  the  same  year,  is  obviously  the  only  right  one, 
and  rationally  the  only  one  possible.  By  what  inexplicable  and  incon- 
ceivable caprice  it  has  been  promoted  to  a  place,  in  the  so-called  édition 
definitive,  on  the  mighty  roll  of  the  Légende  des  Siècles,  at  the  head  of 
the  fourth  volume  of  that  crowning  work  of  modern  times,  I  am  hopelessly 
and  helplessly  at  a  loss  to  conjecture.     But,  at  all  risk  of  impeachment  on 
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The  lyric  work  of  these  years  would  have  been  enough 
for  the  energy  of  another  man,  for  the  glory  of  another 
poet  ;  it  was  but  a  part,  it  was  (I  had  wellnigh  said)  the 
lesser  part,  of  its  author's  labours — if  labour  be  not  an  im- 
proper term  for  the  successive  or  simultaneous  expressions 
or  effusions  of  his  indefatigable  spirit.  The  year  after  Notre- 
Dame  de  Paris  and  Les  Feuilles  d'Automne  appeared  one  of 
the  great  crowning  tragedies  of  all  time,  Le  Roi  s'amuse. 
As  the  key-note  of  Marion  de  Lorme  had  been  redemption 
by  expiation,  so  the  key-note  of  this  play  is  expiation  by  re- 
tribution. The  simplicity,  originality,  and  straightforward- 
ness of  the  terrible  means  through  which  this  austere  con- 
ception is  worked  out  would  give  moral  and  dramatic  value 
to  a  work  less  rich  in  the  tenderest  and  sublimest  poetry,  less 
imbued  with  the  purest  fire  of  pathetic  passion.  After  the 
magnificent  pleading  of  the  Marquis  de  Nangis  in  the  pre- 
ceding play,  it  must  have  seemed  impossible  that  the  poet 
should  without  a  touch  of  repetition  or  reiterance  be  able 
again  to  confront  a  young  king  with  an  old  servant,  pour 
forth  again  the  denunciation  and  appeal  of  a  breaking  heart, 
clothe  again  the  haughtiness  of  honour,  the  loyalty  of  grief, 
the  sanctity  of  indignation,  in  words  that  shine  like  lightning 
and  verses  that  thunder  like  the  sea.  But  the  veteran  inter- 
ceding for  a  nephew's  life  is  a  less  tragic  figure  than  he  who 
comes  to  ask  account  for  a  daughter's  honour.  Hugo  never 
merely  repeats  himself  :  his  miraculous  fertility  and  force 
of  utterance  were  not  more  indefatigable  and  inexhaustible 

a  charge  of  unbecoming  presumption,  I  must  and  do  here  enter  my  most 
earnest  and  strenuous  protest  against  the  claim  of  an  edition  to  be  in 
any  sense  final  and  unalterable,  which  rejects  from  among  the  Châti- 
ments the  poem  on  the  death  of  Saint-Arnaud  and  admits  into  the 
Légende  des  Siècles  the  poem  on  the  reinterment  of  Napoleon. 
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than  the  fountains  of  thought  and  emotion  which  fed  that 
eloquence  with  fire. 

In  the  seventh  scene  of  the  fourth  act  of  Marion  dc 
Lorme,  an  old  warrior  of  the  days  of  Henri  Quatre  comes 
to  plead  with  the  son  of  his  old  comrade  in  arms  for  the  life 
of  his  heir,  condemned  to  death  as  a  duellist  by  the  edict 
of  Richelieu. 

Le  Marquis  de  Nangis  (se  relevant). 
Je  dis  qu'il  est  bien  temps  que  vous  y  songiez,  sire  ; 
Que  le  cardinal-duc  a  de  sombres  projets, 
Et  qu'il  boit  le  meilleur  du  sang  de  vos  sujets. 
Votre  père  Henri,  de  mémoire  royale, 
N'eût  pas  ainsi  livré  sa  noblesse  loyale  ; 
Il  ne  la  frappait  point  sans  y  fort  regarder  ; 
Et,  bien  gardé  par  elle,  il  la  savait  garder. 
Il  savait  qu'on  peut  faire  avec  des  gens  d'épées 
Quelque  chose  de  mieux  que  des  têtes  coupées  ; 
Qu'ils  sont  bons  à  la  guerre.     Il  ne  l'ignorait  point, 
Lui  dont  plus  d'une  balle  a  troué  le  pourpoint. 
Ce  temps  était  le  bon.     J'en  fus,  et  je  l'honore. 
Un  peu  de  seigneurie  y  palpitait  encore. 
Jamais  à  des  seigneurs  un  prêtre  n'eût  touché. 
On  n'avait  point  alors  de  tête  à  bon  marché. 
Sire  !  en  des  jours  mauvais  comme  ceux  où  nous  sommes, 
Croyez  un  vieux,  gardez  un  peu  de  gentilshommes. 
Vous  en  aurez  besoin  peut-être  à  votre  tour. 
Hélas  !  vous  gémirez  peut-être  quelque  jour 
Que  la  place  de  Grève  ait  été  si  fêtée, 
Et  que  tant  de  seigneurs  de  bravoure  indomptée, 
Vers  qui  se  tourneront  vos  regrets  envieux, 
Soient  morts  depuis  longtemps  qui  ne  seraient  pas  vieux  ! 
Car  nous  sommes  tout  chauds  de  la  guerre  civile, 
Et  le  tocsin  d'hier  gronde  encor  dans  la  ville. 
Soyez  plus  ménager  des  peines  du  bourreau. 
C'est  lui  qui  doit  garder  son  estoc  au  fourreau, 
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Non  pas  vous.     D'échafauds  montrez-vous  économe. 

Craignez  d'avoir  un  jour  à  pleurer  tel  brave  homme, 

Tel  vaillant  de  grand  cœur,  dont,  à  l'heure  qu'il  est, 

Le  squelette  blanchit  aux  chaînes  d'un  gibet  ! 

Sire  !  le  sang  n'est  pas  une  bonne  rosée  ; 

Nulle  moisson  ne  vient  sur  la  Grève  arrosée, 

Et  le  peuple  des  rois  évite  le  balcon, 

Quand  aux  dépens  du  Louvre  on  peuple  Montfaucon. 

Meurent  les  courtisans,  s'il  faut  que  leur  voix  aille 

Vous  amuser,  pendant  que  le  bourreau  travaille  ! 

Cette  voix  des  flatteurs  qui  dit  que  tout  est  bon, 

Qu'après  tout  on  est  fils  d'Henri  Quatre,  et  Bourbon, 

Si  haute  qu'elle  soit,  ne  couvre  pas  sans  peine 

Le  bruit  sourd  qu'en  tombant  fait  une  tête  humaine. 

Je  vous  en  donne  avis,  ne  jouez  pas  ce  jeu, 

Roi,  qui  serez  un  jour  face  à  face  avec  Dieu. 

Donc,  je  vous  dis,  avant  que  rien  ne  s'accomplisse, 

Qu'à  tout  prendre  il  vaut  mieux  un  combat  qu'un  supplice, 

Que  ce  n'est  pas  la  joie  et  l'honneur  des  états 

De  voir  plus  de  besogne  aux  bourreaux  qu'aux  soldats, 

Que  c'est  un  pasteur  dur  pour  la  France  où  vous  êtes 

Qu'un  prêtre  qui  se  paye  une  dîme  de  têtes, 

Et  que  cet  homme  illustre  entre  les  inhumains 

Qui  touche  à  votre  sceptre — a  du  sang  à  ses  mains  ! 

In  the  fifth  scene  of  the  first  act  of  Le  Roi  s'amuse,  an 
old  nobleman  whose  life,  forfeit  on  a  charge  of  friendship  or 
relationship  with  rebels,  has  been  repurchased  by  his  daughter 
from  the  king  at  the  price  of  her  honour,  is  insulted  by  the 
king's  jester  when  he  comes  to  speak  with  the  king,  and 
speaks  thus,  without  a  glance  at  the  jester. 

Une  insulte  de  plus  ! — Vous,  sire,  écoutez-moi, 
Comme  vous  le  devez,  puisque  vous  êtes  roi  ! 
Vous  m'avez  fait  un  jour  mener  pieds  nus  en  Grève  ; 
Là,  vous  m'avez  fait  grâce,  ainsi  que  dans  un  rêve, 
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Et  je  vous  ai  béni,  ne  sachant  en  effet 

Ce  qu'un  roi  cache  au  fond  d'une  grâce  qu'il  fait. 

Or,  vous  aviez  caché  ma  honte  dans  la  mienne. — 

Oui,  sire,  sans  respect  pour  une  race  ancienne, 

Pour  le  sang  de  Poitiers,  noble  depuis  mille  ans, 

Tandis  que,  revenant  de  la  Grève  à  pas  lents, 

Je  priais  dans  mon  cœur  le  Dieu  de  la  victoire 

Qu'il  vous  donnât  mes  jours  de  vie  en  jours  de  gloire, 

Vous,  François  de  Valois,  le  soir  du  même  jour, 

Sans  crainte,  sans  pitié,  sans  pudeur,  sans  amour, 

Dans  votre  lit,  tombeau  de  la  vertu  des  femmes, 

Vous  avez  froidement,  sous  vos  baisers  infâmes, 

Terni,  flétri,  souillé,  déshonoré,  brisé 

Diane  de  Poitiers,  comtesse  de  Brézé  ! 

Ouoi  !  lorsque  j'attendais  l'arrêt  qui  me  condamne, 

Tu  courais  donc  au  Louvre,  ô  ma  chaste  Diane  ! 

Et  lui,  ce  roi  sacré  chevalier  par  Bayard, 

Jeune  homme  auquel  il  faut  des  plaisirs  de  vieillard, 

Pour  quelques  jours  de  plus  dont  Dieu  seul  sait  le  compte, 

Ton  père  sous  ses  pieds,  te  marchandait  ta  honte. 

Et  cet  affreux  tréteau,  chose  horrible  à  penser  ! 

Qu'un  matin  le  bourreau  vint  en  Grève  dresser, 

Avant  la  fin  du  jour  devait  être,  ô  misère  ! 

Ou  le  lit  de  la  fille,  ou  l'échafaud  du  père  ! 

O  Dieu  !  qui  nous  jugez,  qu'avez-vous  dit  là-haut, 

Quand  vos  regards  ont  vu,  sur  ce  même  échafaud, 

Se  vautrer,  triste  et  louche,  et  sanglante  et  souillée, 

La  luxure  royale  en  clémence  habillée  ? 

Sire  !  en  faisant  cela,  vous  avez  mal  agi. 

Que  du  sang  d'un  vieillard  le  pavé  fût  rougi, 

C'était  bien.     Ce  vieillard,  peut-être  respectable, 

Le  méritait,  étant  de  ceux  du  connétable. 

Mais  que  pour  le  vieillard  vous  ayez  pris  l'enfant, 

Que  vous  ayez  broyé  sous  un  pied  triomphant 

La  pauvre  femme  en  pleurs,  à  s'effrayer  trop  prompte, 

C'est  une  chose  impie,  et  dont  vous  rendrez  compte  ! 

Vous  avez  dépassé  votre  droit  d'un  grand  pas. 

Le  père  était  à  vous,  mais  la  fille  non  pas. 
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Ah  !  vous  m'avez  fait  grâce  ! — Ah!  vous  nommez  la  chose 

Une  grâce  !  et  je  suis  un  ingrat,  je  suppose  ! 

— Sire,  au  lieu  d'abuser  ma  fille,  bien  plutôt 

Que  n'êtes-vous  venu  vous-même  en  mon  cachot  ! 

Je  vous  aurais  crié  : — Faites-moi  mourir  !  grâce  ! 

Oh  !  grâce  pour  ma  fille,  et  grâce  pour  ma  race  ! 

Oh  !  faites-moi  mourir  !  la  tombe,  et  non  l'affront  ! 

Pas  de  tête  plutôt  qu'une  souillure  au  front  ! 

Oh  !  monseigneur  le  roi,  puisqu'ainsi  l'on  vous  nomme, 

Croyez-vous  qu'un  chrétien,  un  comte,  un  gentilhomme, 

Soit  moins  décapité,  répondez,  monseigneur, 

Quand  au  lieu  de  la  tête  il  lui  manque  l'honneur  ? 

— J'aurais  dit  cela,  sire,  et  le  soir,  dans  l'église, 

Dans  mon  cercueil  sanglant  baisant  ma  barbe  grise, 

Ma  Diane  au  cœur  pur,  ma  fille  au  front  sacré, 

Honorée,  eût  prié  pour  son  père  honoré  ! 

— Sire,  je  ne  viens  pas  redemander  ma  fille. 

Quand  on  n'a  plus  d'honneur,  on  n'a  plus  de  famille. 

Qu'elle  vous  aime  ou  non  d'un  amour  insensé, 

Je  n'ai  rien  à  reprendre  où  la  honte  a  passé. 

Gardez-la. — Seulement  je  me  suis  mis  en  tête 

De  venir  vous  troubler  ainsi  dans  chaque  fête, 

Et  jusqu'à  ce  qu'un  père,  un  frère,  ou  quelque  époux, 

— La  chose  arrivera, — nous  ait  vengés  de  vous, 

Pâle,  à  tous  vos  banquets,  je  reviendrai  vous  dire  : 

— Vous  avez  mal  agi,  vous  avez  mal  fait,  sire  ! — 

Et  vous  m'écouterez,  et  votre  front  terni 

Ne  se  relèvera  que  quand  j'aurai  fini. 

Vous  voudrez,  pour  forcer  ma  vengeance  à  se  taire, 

Me  rendre  au  bourreau.     Non.     Vous  ne  l'oserez  faire, 

De  peur  que  ce  ne  soit  mon  spectre  qui  demain 

{Montrant  sa  tête) 
Revienne  vous  parler, — cette  tête  à  la  main  ! 

Marion  de  Lorme  had  been  prohibited  by  Charles  the 
Tenth  for  an  imaginary  reflection  on  Charles  the  Tenth  ; 
Le  Roi  s'amuse  was  prohibited  by  Louis-Philippe  the  First 
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— and  Last — for  an  imaginary  reflection  on  Citizen  Philippe 
Egalité.  A7ictor  Hugo  vindicated  his  meaning  and  re- 
claimed his  rights  in  a  most  eloquent,  most  manly,  and 
most  unanswerable  speech  before  a  tribunal  which  durst 
not  and  could  not  but  refuse  him  justice.  Early  in  the 
following  year  he  brought  out  the  first  of  his  three  tragedies 
in  prose — in  a  prose  which  even  the  most  loyal  lovers  of 
poetry,  Théophile  Gautier  at  their  head,  acknowledged  on 
trial  to  be  as  good  as  verse.  And  assuredly  it  would  be,  if 
any  prose  ever  could  :  which  yet  I  must  confess  that  I  for 
one  can  never  really  feel  to  be  possible.  Lucrèce  Borgia, 
the  first-born  of  these  three,  is  also  the  most  perfect  in  struc- 
ture as  well  as  the  most  sublime  in  subject.  The  plots  of  all 
three  are  equally  pure  inventions  of  tragic  fancy  :  Gennaro 
and  Fabiano,  the  heroic  son  of  the  Borgia  and  the  caitiff 
lover  of  the  Tudor,  are  of  course  as  utterly  unknown  to  his- 
tory as  is  the  self-devotion  of  the  actress  Tisbe.  It  is  more 
important  to  remark  and  more  useful  to  remember  that  the 
mastery  of  terror  and  pity,  the  command  of  all  passions  and 
all  powers  that  may  subserve  the  purpose  of  tragedy,  is 
equally  triumphant  and  infallible  in  them  all.  Lucrèce  Bor- 
gia and  Marie  Tudor  appeared  respectively  in  February  and 
in  November  of  the  year  1833  ;  Auge/o,  two  years  later  ; 
and  the  year  after  this  the  exquisite  and  melodious  libretto 
of  La  Esmeralda,  which  should  be  carefully  and  lovingly 
studied  by  all  who  would  appreciate  the  all  but  superhuman 
versatility  and  dexterity  of  metrical  accomplishment  which 
would  have  sufficed  to  make  a  lesser  poet  famous  among  his 
peers  for  ever,  but  may  almost  escape  notice  in  the  splen- 
dour of  Victor  Hugo's  other  and  sublimer  qualities.  In  his 
thirty-seventh  year  all  these  blazed  out  once  more  together 
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in  the  tragedy  sometimes  apparently  rated  as  his  master-work 
by  judges  whose  verdict  would  on  any  such  question  be 
worthy  at  least  of  all  considerate  respect.  No  one  that  I 
know  of  has  ever  been  absurd  enough  to  make  identity  in 
tone  of  thought  or  feeling,  in  quality  of  spirit  or  of  style,  the 
ground  for  a  comparison  of  Hugo  with  Shakespeare  :  they 
are  of  course  as  widely  different  as  are  their  respective 
countries  and  their  respective  times  :  but  never  since  the 
death  of  Shakespeare  had  there  been  so  perfect  and  har- 
monious a  fusion  of  the  highest  comedy  with  the  deepest 
tragedy  as  in  the  five  many-voiced  and  many-coloured  acts 
of  Ruy  Bias. 

At  the  age  of  forty  Victor  Hugo  gave  to  the  stage  which 
for  thirteen  years  had  been  glorified  by  his  genius  the  last 
work  he  was  ever  to  write  for  it.  There  may  perhaps  be 
other  readers  besides  myself  who  take  even  more  delight  in 
Les  Burgraves  than  in  some  of  the  preceding  plays  which 
had  been  more  regular  in  action,  more  plausible  in  story, 
less  open  to  the  magnificent  reproach  of  being  too  good  for 
the  stage — as  the  Hamlet  which  came  finally  from  the  re- 
casting hand  of  Shakespeare  was  found  to  be,  in  the  judg- 
ment even  of  Shakespeare's  fellows  ;  too  rich  in  lyric  beauty, 
too  superb  in  epic  state.  The  previous  year  had  seen  the 
publication  of  the  marvellously  eloquent,  copious,  and  vivid 
letters  which  gave  to  the  world  the  impressions  received  by 
its  greatest  poet  in  a  tour  on  the  Rhine  made  five  years 
earlier — that  is,  in  the  year  of  Ruy  Bias.  In  this  book,  as 
Gautier  at  once  observed,  the  inspiration  of  Les  Burgraves 
is  evidently  and  easily  traceable.  Among  numberless  master- 
pieces of  description,  from  which  I  have  barely  time  to  select 
for  mention  the  view  of  Bishop  Hatto's  tower  by  the  appro- 
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priately  Dantesque  light  of  a  furnace  at  midnight — not  as 
better  than  others,  but  as  an  example  of  the  magic  by  which 
the  writer  imbues  and  impregnates  observation  and  recollec- 
tion with  feeling  and  with  fancy — the  most  enchanting  legend 
of  enchantment  ever  written  for  children  of  all  ages,  sweet 
and  strange  enough  to  have  grown  up  among  the  fairy 
tales  of  the  past  whose  only  known  authors  are  the  winds 
and  suns  of  their  various  climates,  lurks  like  a  flower  in  a 
crevice  of  a  crumbling  fortress.  The  entrancing  and  haunt- 
ing beauty  of  Régina's  words  as  she  watches  the  departing 
swallows — words  which  it  may  seem  that  any  one  might 
have  said,  but  to  which  none  other  could  have  given  the 
accent  and  the  effect  that  Hugo  has  thrown  into  the  simple 
sound  of  them — was  as  surely  derived,  we  cannot  but  think, 
from  some  such  milder  and  brighter  vision  of  the  remem- 
bered Rhineland  solitudes,  as  were  the  sublime  and  all  but 
^Eschylean  imprecations  of  Guanhumara  from  the  impression 
of  their  darker  and  more  savage  memories  or  landscapes. 

Otbert  [lui  montrant  la  fenêtre). 
Voyez  ce  beau  soleil  ! 

RÉGINA. 
Oui,  le  couchant  s'enflamme. 
Nous  sommes  en  automne  et  nous  sommes  au  soir. 
Partout  la  feuille  tombe  et  le  bois  devient  noir. 

Otbert. 

Les  feuilles  renaîtront. 

RÉGINA. 

Oui. 
(Rêvant  et  regardant  le  ciel) 

Vite  !  à  tire-d'ailes  ! — 
— Oh  !  c'est  triste  de  voir  s'enfuir  les  hirondelles  ! — 
Elles  s'en  vont  là-bas,  vers  le  midi  doré. 
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Otbert. 
Elles  reviendront. 

RÉGINA. 
Oui.— Mais  moi  je  ne  verrai 
Ni  l'oiseau  revenir  ni  la  feuille  renaître  ! 

Two  years  before  the  appearance  of  Les  Burgraves 
Victor  Hugo  had  begun  his  long  and  glorious  career  as  an 
orator  by  a  speech  of  characteristically  generous  enthusiasm, 
delivered  on  his  reception  into  the  Academy.  The  forgotten 
playwright  and  versifier  whom  he  succeeded  had  been  a 
professional  if  not  a  personal  enemy  :  the  one  memorable 
thing  about  the  man  was  his  high-minded  opposition  to  the 
tyranny  of  Napoleon,  his  own  personal  friend  before  the 
epoch  of  that  tyranny  began  :  and  this  was  the  point  at  once 
seized  and  dwelt  on  by  the  orator  in  a  tone  of  earnest  and 
cordial  respect.  The  fiery  and  rapturous  eloquence  with 
which  at  the  same  time  he  celebrated  the  martial  triumphs 
of  the  empire  gave  ample  proof  that  he  was  now,  as.  his 
father  had  prophesied  that  his  mother's  royalist  boy  would 
become  when  he  grew  to  be  a  man,  a  convert  to  the  views 
of  that  father,  a  distinguished  though  ill-requited  soldier  of 
the  empire,  and  a  faithful  champion  or  mourner  of  its  cause. 
The  stage  of  Napoleonic  hero-worship,  single-minded  and 
single-eyed  if  short-sighted  and  misdirected,  through  which 
Victor  Hugo  was  still  passing  on  towards  the  unseen  prospect 
of  a  better  faith,  had  been  vividly  illustrated  and  vehemently 
proclaimed  in  his  letters  on  the  Rhine,  and  was  hereafter  to 
be  described  with  a  fervent  and  pathetic  fidelity  in  a  famous 
chapter  of  Les  Misérables.  The  same  phase  of  patriotic 
prepossession  inspired  his  no  less  generous  tribute  to  the 
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not  very  radiant  memory  of  Casimir  Delavigne,  to  whom  he 
paid  likewise  the  last  and  crowning  honour  of  a  funeral 
oration  :  an  honour  afterwards  conferred  on  Frédéric  Soulié, 
and  far  more  deservedly  bestowed  on  Honoré  de  Balzac. 
More  generous  his  first  political  speech  in  the  chamber  of 
peers  could  not  be,  but  there  was  more  of  reason  and  justice 
in  its  fruitless  appeal  for  more  than  barren  sympathy,  for  a 
moral  though  not  material  intervention,  on  behalf  of  Poland 
in  1 846.  His  second  speech  as  a  peer  is  an  edifying  commen- 
tary on  the  vulgar  English  view  of  his  character  as  defective 
in  all  the  practical  and  rational  qualities  of  a  politician,  a 
statesman,  or  a  patriot.  The  subject  was  the  consolidation 
and  defence  of  the  French  coast-line  :  a  poet,  of  course, 
according  to  all  reasonable  tradition,  if  he  ventured  to  open 
his  unserviceable  lips  at  all  on  such  a  grave  matter  of  public 
business,  ought  to  have  remembered  what  was  expected  of 
him  by  the  sagacity  of  blockheads,  and  carefully  confined 
himself  to  the  clouds,  leaving  facts  to  take  care  of  themselves 
and  proofs  to  hang  floating  in  the  air,  while  his  vague  and 
verbose  declamation  wandered  at  its  own  sweet  will  about 
and  about  the  matter  in  hand,  and  never  came  close  enough 
to  grapple  it.  This,  I  regret  to  say,  is  exactly  what  the 
greatest  poet  of  his  age  was  inconsiderate  enough  to  avoid, 
and  most  markedly  to  abstain  from  doing  ;  a  course  of  con- 
duct which  can  only  be  attributed  to  his  notorious  and 
deplorable  love  of  paradox.  His  speech,  though  not  want- 
ing in  eloquence  of  a  reserved  and  masculine  order,  was 
wholly  occupied  with  sedate  and  business-like  exposition  of 
facts  and  suggestion  of  remedies,  grounded  on  experience 
and  study  of  the  question,  and  resulting  in  a  proposal  at 
once  scientific  and  direct  for  such  research  as  might  result 
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if  possible  in  an  arrest  of  the  double  danger  with  which  the 
coast  was  threatened  by  the  advance  of  the  Atlantic  and 
the  Channel  to  a  gradual  obstruction  of  the  great  harbours 
and  by  the  withdrawal  or  subsidence  of  the  Mediterranean 
from  the  sea-ports  of  the  south  ;  finally,  the  orator  urged 
upon  his  audience  as  a  crowning  necessity  the  creation  of 
fresh  harbours  of  refuge  in  dangerous  and  neglected  parts 
of  the  coast  ;  insisting,  with  a  simple  and  serious  energy 
somewhat  unlike  the  imaginary  tone  of  the  typical  or  tra- 
ditional poet,  on  the  plain  fact  that  ninety-two  ships  had 
been  lost  on  the  same  part  of  the  coast  within  a  space  of 
seven  years,  which  might  have  been  saved  by  the  existence 
of  a  harbour  of  refuge.  To  an  Olympian  or  a  Nephelo- 
coccygian  intelligence  such  a  paltry  matter  should  have 
been  even  more  indifferent  than  the  claim  of  a  family  of 
exiles  on  the  compassion  of  the  country  which  had  ex- 
pelled them.  To  my  own  more  humble  and  homely  under- 
standing it  seems  that  there  are  not  many  more  signifi- 
cant or  memorable  facts  on  record  in  the  history  of  our 
age  than  this  :  that  Victor  Hugo  was  the  advocate  whose 
pleading  brought  back  to  France  the  banished  race  of 
which  the  future  representative  was  for  upwards  of  twenty 
years  to  keep  him  in  banishment  from  France.  On  the 
evening  of  the  same  day  on  which  the  house  of  peers 
had  listened  to  his  speech  in  behalf  of  the  Bonaparte 
family,  Louis-Philippe,  having  taken  cognizance  of  it,  ex- 
pressed his  intention  to  authorize  the  return  of  the  brood 
whose  chief  was  hereafter  to  pick  the  pockets  of  his  chil- 
dren. In  the  first  fortnight  of  the  following  year  the  future 
author  of  the  terrible  Vision  of  Dante  saluted  in  words  full 
of  noble  and  fervent  reverence  the  apostle  of  Italian  resur- 
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rection  and  Italian  unity  in  the  radiant  figure  of  Pope  Pius 
the  Ninth.  When  the  next  month's  revolution  had  flung 
Louis-Philippe  from  his  throne,  Victor  Hugo  declined  to 
offer  himself  to  the  electors  as  a  candidate  for  a  seat  in  the 
assembly  about  to  undertake  the  charge  of  framing  a  consti- 
tution for  the  commonwealth  ;  but,  if  summoned  by  his 
fellow-citizens  to  take  his  share  of  this  task,  he  expressed 
himself  ready  to  discharge  the  duty  so  imposed  on  him  with 
the  disinterested  self-devotion  of  which  his  whole  future 
career  was  to  give  such  continuous  and  such  austere  evi- 
dence. From  the  day  on  which  sixty  thousand  voices  sum- 
moned him  to  redeem  this  pledge,  he  never  stinted  nor 
slackened  his  efforts  to  fulfil  the  charge  he  had  accepted  in 
the  closing  words  of  a  short,  simple,  and  earnest  address,  in 
which  he  placed  before  his  electors  the  contrasted  likenesses 
of  two  different  republics  ;  one,  misnamed  a  commonweal, 
the  rule  of  the  red  flag,  of  barbarism  and  blindness,  com- 
munism and  proscription  and  revenge  ;  the  other  a  com- 
monwealth indeed,  in  which  all  rights  should  be  respected 
and  no  duties  evaded  or  ignored  ;  a  government  of  justice 
and  mercy,  of  practicable  principles  and  equitable  freedom, 
of  no  iniquitous  traditions  and  no  Utopian  aims.  To  esta- 
blish this  kind  of  commonwealth  and  prevent  the  resur- 
rection of  the  other,  Hugo,  at  the  age  of  forty-six,  professed 
himself  ready  to  devote  his  life.  The  work  of  thirty-seven 
years  is  now  before  all  men's  eyes  for  proof  how  well  this 
promise  has  been  kept.  On  dangerous  questions  of  perverse 
or  perverted  socialism  (June  20,  1848),  on  the  freedom  of 
the  press,  on  the  state  of  siege,  its  temporary  necessity  and 
its  imminent  abuse,  on  the  encouragement  of  letters  and 
the  freedom  of  the  stage,  he  spoke,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
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months,  with  what  seems  to  my  poor  understanding  the 
most  admirable  good  sense  and  temperance,  the  most  per- 
fect moderation  and  loyalty  I  venture  to  dwell  upon  this 
division  of  Hugo's  life  and  labours  with  as  little  wish  of 
converting  as  I  could  have  hope  to  convert  that  large 
majority  whose  verdict  has  established  as  a  law  of  nature  the 
fact  or  the  doctrine  that  '  every  poet  is  a  fool  '  when  he 
meddles  with  practical  politics  ;  but  not  without  a  confi- 
dence grounded  on  no  superficial  study  that  the  maintainers 
of  this  opinion,  if  they  wish  to  cite  in  support  of  it  the  evi- 
dence supplied  by  Victor  Hugo's  political  career,  will  do 
well  to  persevere  in  the  course  which  I  will  do  them  the 
justice  to  admit  that— as  far  as  I  know — they  have  always 
hitherto  adopted  ;  in  other  words,  to  assume  the  universal 
assent  of  all  persons  worth  mentioning  to  the  accuracy  of 
this  previous  assumption,  and  dismiss  with  a  quiet  smile  or 
an  open  sneer  the  impossible  notion  that  any  one  but  some 
single  imbecile  or  eccentric  can  pretend  to  take  seriously 
what  seems  to  them  ridiculous,  or  to  think  that  ridiculous 
which  to  their  wiser  minds  commends  itself  as  serious. 
This  beaten  road  of  assumption,  this  well-worn  highway  of 
assertion,  is  a  safe  as  well  as  a  simple  line  of  travel  :  and  the 
practical  person  who  keeps  to  it  can  well  afford  to  dispense 
with  argument  as  palpably  superfluous,  and  with  evidence  as 
obviously  impertinent.  Should  he  so  far  forget  that  great 
principle  of  precaution  as  to  diverge  from  it  into  the  modest 
and  simple  course  of  investigation  and  comparison  of  theory 
with  fact  and  probability  with  proof,  his  task  may  be  some- 
what harder,  and  its  result  somewhat  less  than  satisfactory. 
I  would  not  advise  any  but  an  honest  and  candid  believer 
in  the  theory  which  identifies  genius  with  idiocy — which  at 
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all  events  would  practically  define  one  special  form  of  genius 
as  a  note  of  general  idiocy — to  study  the  speeches  (they  are 
nine  in  number,  including  two  brief  and  final  replies  to  the 
personal  attacks  of  one  Montalembert,  whose  name  used  to 
be  rather  popular  among  a  certain  class  of  English  journalists 
as  that  of  a  practical  worshipper  of  their  great  god  Compro- 
mise, and  a  professional  enemy  of  all  tyranny^or  villainy  that 
was  not  serviceable  and  obsequious  to  his  Church) — to  study, 
I  say,  the  speeches  delivered  by  Victor  Hugo  in  the  Legisla 
tive  Assembly  during  a  space  of  exactly  two  years  and  eight 
days.  The  first  of  these  speeches  dealt  with  the  question 
of  what  in  England  we  call  pauperism — with  the  possibility, 
the  necessity,  and  the  duty  of  its  immediate  relief  and  its 
ultimate  removal  :  the  second,  with  the  infamous  and  inex- 
piable crime  which  diverted  against  the  Roman  republic  an 
expedition  sent  out  under  the  plea  of  protecting  Rome 
against  the  atrocities  of  Austrian  triumph.  A  double-faced 
and  double-dealing  law,  which  under  the  name  or  the  mask 
of  free  education  aimed  at  securing  for  clerical  instruction  a 
monopoly  of  public  support  and  national  encouragement, 
was  exposed  and  denounced  by  Hugo  in  a  speech  which 
insisted  no  less  earnestly  and  eloquently  on  the  spiritual  duty 
and  the  spiritual  necessity  of  faith  and  hope  than  on  the 
practical  necessity  and  duty  of  vigilant  resistance  to  priestly 
pretention,  and  vigilant  exposure  of  ecclesiastical  hypocrisy 
and  reactionary  intrigue.  Against  rJ  the  dry  guillotine  '  of 
imprisonment  in  a  tropical  climate  added  to  transportation 
for  political  offences,  the  whole  eloquence  of  a  heart  as  great 
as  his  genius  was  poured  forth  in  fervour  of  indignation  and 
pity,  of  passion  and  reason  combined.  The  next  trick  of 
the  infamous  game  played  by  the  conspirators  against  the 
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commonwealth,  who  were  now  beginning  to  show  their  hand, 
was  the  mutilation  of  the  suffrage.  To  this  again  Victor 
Hugo  opposed  the  same  steadfast  front  of  earnest  and 
rational  resistance  ;  and  yet  again  to  the  sidelong  attack  of 
the  same  political  gang  on  the  existing  freedom  of  the 
press.  A  year  and  eight  days  elapsed  before  the  delivery  of 
his  next  and  last  great  speech  in  the  Assembly  which  he 
would  fain  have  saved  from  the  shame  and  ruin  then  hard 
at  hand — the  harvest  of  its  own  unprincipled  infatuation. 
The  fruit  of  conspiracy,  long  manured  with  fraud  and  false- 
hood and  all  the  furtive  impurities  of  intrigue,  was  now  ripe 
even  to  rottenness,  and  ready  to  fall  into  the  hands  already 
stretched  towards  it — into  the  lips  yet  open  to  protest  that 
no  one — the  accuser  himself  must  know  it — that  no  one  was 
dreaming  of  a  second  French  empire.  All  that  reason  and 
indignation,  eloquence  and  argument,  loyalty  and  sincerity 
could  do  to  save  the  commonwealth  from  destruction  and 
the  country  from  disgrace,  was  done  :  how  utterly  in  vain  is 
matter  of  history — of  one  among  the  darkest  pages  in  the 
roll  of  its  criminal  records.  The  voice  of  truth  and  honour 
was  roared  and  hooted  down  by  the  faction  whose  tactics 
would  have  discredited  a  den  of  less  dishonest  and  more 
barefaced  thieves  ;  the  stroke  of  state  was  ready  for  striking  ; 
and  the  orator's  next  address  was  the  utterance  of  an  exile. 

There  are  not,  even  in  the  whole  work  of  Victor  Hugo, 
many  pages  of  deeper  and  more  pathetic  interest  than  those 
which  explain  to  us  '  what  exile  is.'  Each  of  the  three  pre- 
faces to  the  three  volumes  of  his  Actes  et  Paroles  is  rich  in 
living  eloquence,  in  splendid  epigram  and  description,  narra- 
tive and  satire  and  study  of  men  and  things  :  but  the  second, 
it  seems  to  me,  would  still  be  first  in  attraction,  if  it  had  no 
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other  claim  than  this,  that  it  contains  the  record  of  the  death 
of  Captain  Harvey.  No  reverence  for  innocent  and  heroic 
suffering,  no  abhorrence  of  triumphant  and  execrable  crime, 
can  impede  or  interfere  with  our  sense  of  the  incalculable 
profit,  the  measureless  addition  to  his  glory  and  our  gain, 
resulting  from  Victor  Hugo's  exile  of  nineteen  years  and  nine 
months.  Greater  already  than  all  other  poets  of  his  time 
together,  these  years  were  to  make  him  greater  than  any  but 
the  very  greatest  of  all  time.  His  first  task  was  of  course 
the  discharge  of  a  direct  and  practical  duty  ;  the  record  or 
registration  of  the  events  he  had  just  witnessed,  the  infliction 
on  the  principal  agent  in  them  of  the  simple  and  immediate 
chastisement  consisting  in  the  delineation  of  his  character 
and  the  recapitulation  of  his  work.  There  would  seem  to 
be  among  modern  Englishmen  an  impression — somewhat 
singular,  it  appears  to  me,  in  a  race  which  professes  to  hold 
in  special  reverence  a  book  so  dependent  for  its  arguments 
and  its  effects  on  a  continuous  appeal  to  conscience  and 
emotion  as  the  Bible — that  the  presence  of  passion,  be  it 
never  so  righteous,  so  rational,  so  inevitable  by  any  one  not 
ignoble  or  insane,  implies  the  absence  of  reason  ;  that  such 
indignation  as  inflamed  the  lips  of  Elijah  with  prophecy, 
and  armed  the  hand  of  Jesus  with  a  scourge,  is  a  sign — 
except  of  course  in  Palestine  of  old — that  the  person  affected 
by  this  kind  of  moral  excitement  must  needs  be  a  lunatic 
of  the  sentimental  if  not  rather  of  the  criminal  type.  The 
main  facts  recorded  in  the  pages  of  Napoléon  le  Petit  and 
L'Histoire  d'un  Crime  are  simple,  flagrant,  palpable,  indis- 
putable. The  man  who  takes  any  other  view  of  them  than 
is  expressed  in  these  two  books  must  be  prepared  to  impugn 
and  to   confute   the   principle  that  perjury,  robbery,   and 
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murder  are  crimes.  But,  we  are  told,  the  perpetual  vehe- 
mence of  incessant  imprecation,  the  stormy  insistence  of  un- 
remitting obloquy,  which  accompanies  every  chapter,  illu- 
minates every  page,  underlines  every  sentence  of  the  narra- 
tive, must  needs  impair  the  confidence  of  an  impartial  reader 
in  the  trustworthiness  of  a  chronicle  and  a  commentary 
written  throughout  as  in  characters  of  naming  fire.  English- 
men are  proud  to  prefer  a  more  temperate,  a  more  practical, 
a  more  sedate  form  of  political  or  controversial  eloquence. 
When  I  remember  and  consider  certain  examples  of  popular 
oratory  and  controversy  now  flagrant  and  flourishing  among 
us,  I  am  tempted  to  doubt  the  exact  accuracy  of  this  un- 
doubtedly plausible  proposition:  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  I  must 
take  leave  to  doubt  yet  more  emphatically  the  implied  conclu- 
sion that  the  best  or  the  only  good  witness  procurable  on  a 
question  of  right  and  wrong  is  one  too  impartial  to  feel  enthu- 
siasm or  indignation;  that  indifference  alike  to  good  and  evil 
is  the  sign  of  perfect  equity  and  trustworthiness  in  a  judge  of 
moral  or  political  questions  ;  that  a  man  who  has  witnessed 
a  deliberate  massacre  of  unarmed  men,  women,  and  children, 
if  he  be  indiscreet  enough  to  describe  his  experience  in  any 
tone  but  that  of  a  scientific  or  aesthetic  serenity,  forfeits  the 
inherent  right  of  a  reasonable  and  an  honourable  man  to 
command  a  respectful  and  attentive  hearing  from  all  honour- 
able and  reasonable  men. 

But,  valuable  and  precious  as  all  such  readers  will  always 
hold  these  two  books  of  immediate  and  implacable  history, 
they  will  not,  I  presume,  be  rated  among  the  more  important 
labours  of  their  author's  literary  life.  No  one  who  would 
know  fully  or  would  estimate  aright  the  greatest  genius  born 
into  the  world  in  our  nineteenth  century  can  afford  to  pass 
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them  by  with  less  than  careful  and  sympathetic  study  :  for 
without  moral  sympathy  no  care  will  enable  a  student  to  form 
any  but  a  trivial  and  a  frivolous  judgment  on  writings  which 
make  their  primary  appeal  to  the  conscience — to  the  moral 
instinct  and  the  moral  intelligence  of  the  reader.  They  may 
perhaps  not  improperly  be  classed,  for  historic  or  biographic 
interest,  with  the  Littérature  et  Philosophie  mêlées  which  had 
been  given  to  the  world  in  1834.  From  the  crudest  im- 
pressions of  the  boy  to  the  ripest  convictions  of  the  man,  one 
common  quality  informs  and  harmonizes  every  stage  of 
thought,  every  phase  of  feeling,  every  change  of  spiritual 
outlook,  which  has  left  its  mark  on  the  writings  of  which 
that  collection  is  composed  ;  the  quality  of  a  pure,  a  perfect, 
an  intense  and  burning  sincerity.  Apart  from  this  personal 
interest  which  informs  them  all,  two  at  least  are  indispen- 
sable to  any  serious  and  thorough  study  of  Hugo's  work  : 
the  fervent  and  reiterated  intercession  on  behalf  of  the  worse 
than  neglected  treasures  of  mediaeval  architecture  then  de- 
livered over  for  a  prey  to  the  claws  of  the  destroyer  and  the 
paws  of  the  restorer  ;  the  superb  essay  on  Mirabeau,  which 
remains  as  a  landmark  or  a  tidemark  in  the  history  of  his 
opinions  and  the  development  of  his  powers.  But  the  highest 
expression  of  these  was  not  to  be  given  in  prose — not  even 
in  the  prose  of  Victor  Hugo. 

There  is  not,  it  seems  to  me,  in  all  this  marvellous  life, 
to  which  wellnigh  every  year  brought  its  additional  aureole 
of  glory,  a  point  more  important,  a  date  more  memorable, 
than  the  publication  of  the  Châtit/ients.  Between  the  pro- 
logue Night  and  the  epilogue  Light  the  ninety-eight  poems 
that  roll  and  break  and  lighten  and  thunder  like  waves  of  a 
visible   sea  fulfil  the  choir  of  their  crescent   and   refluent 
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harmonies  with  hardly  less  depth  and  change  and  strength 
of  music,  with  no  less  living  force  and  with  no  less  passionate 
unity,  than  the  waters  on  whose  shores  they  were  written. 
Two  poems,  the  third  and  the  sixth,  in  the  first  of  the  seven 
books  into  which  the  collection  is  divided,  may  be  taken  as 
immediate  and  sufficient  instances  of  the  two  different  keys 
in  which  the  entire  book  is  written  ;  of  the  two  styles,  one 
bitterly  and  keenly  realistic,  keeping  scornfully  close  to 
shameful  fact — one  higher  in  flight  and  wider  in  range  of 
outlook,  soaring  strongly  to  the  very  summits  of  lyric  pas- 
sion— which  alternate  in  terrible  and  sublime  antiphony 
throughout  the  living  pages  of  this  imperishable  record.  A 
second  Juvenal  might  have  drawn  for  us  with  not  less  of 
angry  fidelity  and  superb  disgust  the  ludicrous  and  loath- 
some inmates  of  the  den  infested  by  holy  hirelings  of  the 
clerical  press  :  no  Roman  satirist  could  have  sung,  no  Roman 
lyrist  could  have  thundered,  such  a  poem  as  that  which  has 
blasted  for  ever  the  name  and  the  memory  of  the  prostitute 
archbishop  Sibour.  The  poniard  of  the  priest  who  struck 
him  dead  at  the  altar  he  had  desecrated  struck  a  blow  less 
deep  and  deadly  than  had  been  dealt  already  on  the  rene- 
gade pander  of  a  far  more  infamous  assassin.  The  next 
poem  is  a  notable  and  remarkable  example  of  the  fusion 
sometimes  accomplished — or,  if  this  be  thought  a  phrase 
too  strong  for  accuracy,  of  the  middle  note  sometimes 
touched,  of  the  middle  way  sometimes  taken — between  the 
purely  lyric  and  the  purely  satiric  style  or  method.  But  it 
would  be  necessary  to  dwell  on  every  poem,  to  pause  at 
every  page,  if  adequate  justice  were  to  be  done  to  this  or 
indeed  to  any  of  the  volumes  of  verse  published  from  this 
time  forth  by  Victor  Hugo.      I  will  therefore,  not  without 
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serious  diffidence,  venture  once  more  to  indicate  by  selec- 
tion such  poems  as  seem  to  me  most  especially  notable 
among  the  greatest  even  of  these.  In  the  first  book,  besides 
the  three  already  mentioned,  I  take  for  examples  the  solemn 
utterance  of  indignant  mourning  addressed  to  the  murdered 
dead  of  the  fourth  of  December  ;  the  ringing  song  in  praise 
of  art  which  ends  in  a  note  of  noble  menace  ;  the  scornful 
song  that  follows  it,  with  a  burden  so  majestic  in  its  varia- 
tions ;  the  fearful  and  faithful  'map  of  Europe'  in  1852, 
with  its  closing  word  of  witness  for  prophetic  hope  and  faith  ; 
and  the  simple  perfection  of  pathos  in  the  song  of  the  little 
forsaken  birds  and  lambs  and  children.  In  the  second  book, 
the  appeal  'To  the  People,'  with  a  threefold  cry  for  burden, 
calling  on  the  buried  Lazarus  to  rise  again  in  words  that 
seem  to  reverberate  from  stanza  to  stanza  like  peal  upon 
peal  of  living  thunder,  prolonged  in  steadfast  cadence  from 
height  to  height  across  the  hollows  of  a  range  of  mountains, 
is  one  of  the  most  wonderful  symphonies  of  tragic  and 
triumphant  verse  that  ever  shook  the  hearts  of  its  hearers 
with  rapture  of  rage  and  pity.  The  first  and  the  two  last 
stanzas  seem  to  me  absolutely  unsurpassed  and  unsurpass- 
able for  pathetic  majesty  of  music. 

Partout  pleurs,  sanglots,  cris  funèbres. 

Pourquoi  dors-tu  dans  les  ténèbres  ? 

Je  ne  veux  pas  que  tu  sois  mort. 

Pourquoi  dors-tu  dans  les  ténèbres  ? 

Ce  n'est  pas  l'instant  où  Ton  dort. 
La  pâle  Liberté  gît  sanglante  à  ta  porte. 

Tu  le  sais,  toi  mort,  elle  est  morte. 

Voici  le  chacal  sur  ton  seuil, 

Voici  les  rats  et  les  belettes, 
Pourquoi  t'es-tu  laissé  lier  de  bandelettes  ? 
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Ils  te  mordent  dans  ton  cerceuil  ! 
De  tous  les  peuples  on  prépare 

Le  convoi  .  .  . — 
Lazare  !  Lazare  !  Lazare  ! 

Lève-toi  ! 

Ils  bâtissent  des  prisons  neuves  ; 

O  dormeur  sombre,  entends  les  fleuves 

Murmurer,  teints  de  sang  vermeil  ; 

Entends  pleurer  les  pauvres  veuves, 

O  noir  dormeur  au  dur  sommeil  ! 
Martyrs,  adieu  !  le  vent  souffle,  les  pontons  flottent, 

Les  mères  au  front  gris  sanglotent  ; 

Leurs  fils  sont  en  proie  aux  vainqueurs  ; 

Elles  gémissent  sur  la  route  ; 
Les  pleurs  qui  de  leurs  yeux  s'échappent  goutte  à  goutte 

Filtrent  en  haine  dans  nos  cœurs. 

Les  juifs  triomphent,  groupe  avare 
Et  sans  foi  .  .  . — 

Lazare  !  Lazare  !  Lazare  ! 
Lève-toi  ! 

Mais,  il  semble  qu'on  se  réveille  ! 

Est-ce  toi  que  j'ai  dans  l'oreille, 

Bourdonnement  du  sombre  essaim  ? 

Dans  la  ruche  frémit  l'abeille  ; 

J'entends  sourdre  un  vague  tocsin. 
Les  césars,  oubliant  qu'il  est  des  gémonies, 

S'endorment  dans  les  symphonies, 

Du  lac  Baltique  au  mont  Etna  ; 

Les  peuples  sont  dans  la  nuit  noire  ; 
Dormez,  rois  ;  le  clairon  dit  aux  tyrans  :  victoire  ! 

Et  l'orgue  leur  chante  :  hosanna  ! 

Oui  répond  à  cette  fanfare  ? 

Le  beffroi  .  .  . — 

Lazare  !  Lazare  !  Lazare  ! 
Lève-toi  ! 
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If  ever  a  more  superb  structure  of  lyric  verse  was  devised 
by  the  brain  of  man,  it  must  have  been,  I  am  very  certain, 
in  a  language  utterly  unknown  to  me.  Every  line,  every 
pause,  every  note  of  it  should  be  studied  and  restudied  by 
those  who  would  thoroughly  understand  the  lyrical  capacity 
of  Hugo's  at  its  very  highest  point  of  power,  in  the  fullest 
sweetness  of  its  strength. 

About  the  next  poem — '  Souvenir  de  la  nuit  du  4  '— 
others  may  try,  if  they  please,  to  write,  if  they  can  ;  I  can 
only  confess  that  I  cannot.  Nothing  so  intolerable  in  its 
pathos,  I  should  think,  was  ever  written. 

The  stately  melody  of  the  stanzas  in  which  the  exile 
salutes  in  a  tone  of  severe  content  the  sorrows  that  environ 
and  the  comforts  that  sustain  him,  the  island  of  his  refuge, 
the  sea-birds  and  the  sea-rocks  and  the  sea,  closes  aptly 
with  yet  another  thought  of  the  mothers  weeping  for  their 
children. 

Puisque  le  juste  est  dans  l'abîme, 
Puisqu'on  donne  le  sceptre  au  crime, 
Puisque  tous  les  droits  sont  trahis, 
Puisque  les  plus  fiers  restent  mornes, 
Puisqu'on  affiche  au  coin  des  bornes 
Le  déshonneur  de  mon  pays  ; 

O  République  de  nos  pères, 
Grand  Panthéon  plein  de  lumières, 
Dôme  d'or  dans  le  libre  azur, 
Temple  des  ombres  immortelles, 
Puisqu'on  vient  avec  des  échelles 
Coller  l'empire  sur  ton  mur  ; 

Puisque  toute  âme  est  affaiblie  ; 
Puisqu'on  rampe  ;  puisqu'on  oublie 
Le  vrai,  le  pur,  le  grand,  le  beau, 
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Les  yeux  indignés  de  l'histoire, 
L'honneur,  la  loi,  le  droit,  la  gloire, 
Et  ceux  qui  sont  dans  le  tombeau  ; 

Je  t'aime,  exil  !  douleur,  je  t'aime  ! 
Tristesse,  sois  mon  diadème. 
Je  t'aime,  altière  pauvreté  ! 
J'aime  ma  porte  aux  vents  battue. 
J'aime  le  deuil,  grave  statue 
Qui  vient  s'asseoir  à  mon  côté. 

J'aime  le  malheur  qui  m'éprouve, 

Et  cette  ombre  où  je  vous  retrouve, 

O  vous  à  qui  mon  cœur  sourit, 

Dignité,  foi,  vertu  voilée, 

Toi,  liberté,  hère  exilée, 

Et  toi,  dévoûment,  grand  proscrit  ! 

J'aime  cette  île  solitaire, 
Jersey,  que  la  libre  Angleterre 
Couvre  de  son  vieux  pavillon, 
L'eau  noire,  par  moments  accrue, 
Le  navire,  errante  charrue, 
Le  flot,  mystérieux  sillon. 

J'aime  ta  mouette,  ô  mer  profonde, 
Oui  secoue  en  perles  ton  onde 
Sur  son  aile  aux  fauves  couleurs, 
Plonge  dans  les  lames  géantes, 
Et  sort  de  ces  gueules  béantes 
Comme  l'âme  sort  des  douleurs. 

J'aime  la  roche  solennelle 
D'où  j'entends  la  plainte  éternelle, 
Sans  trêve  comme  le  remords, 
Toujours  renaissant  dans  les  ombres, 
Des  vagues  sur  les  écueils  sombres, 
Des  mères  sur  leurs  enfants  morts. 

The  close  of  the  fourth  poem  in  the  third  book  is  a 
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nobler  protest  than  ever  has  been  uttered  or  ever  can  be 
uttered  in  prose  against  the  servile  sophism  of  a  false  demo- 
cracy which  affirms  or  allows  that  a  people  has  the  divine 
right  of  voting  itself  into  bondage.  There  is  nothing  grander 
in  Juvenal,  and  nothing  more  true. 

Ce  droit,  sachez-le  bien,  chiens  du  berger  Maupas, 

Et  la  France  et  le  peuple  eux-mêmes  ne  l'ont  pas. 

L'altière  Vérité  jamais  ne  tombe  en  cendre. 

La  Liberté  n'est  pas  une  guenille  à  vendre, 

Jetée  au  tas,  pendue  au  clou  chez  un  fripier. 

Quand  un  peuple  se  laisse  au  piège  estropier, 

Le  droit  sacré,  toujours  à  soi-même  fidèle, 

Dans  chaque  citoyen  trouve  une  citadelle  ; 

On  s'illustre  en  bravant  un  lâche  conquérant, 

Et  le  moindre  du  peuple  en  devient  le  plus  grand. 

Donc,  trouvez  du  bonheur,  ô  plates  créatures, 

A  vivre  dans  la  fange  et  dans  les  pourritures, 

Adorez  ce  fumier  sous  ce  dais  de  brocart, 

L'honnête  homme  recule  et  s'accoude  à  l'écart. 

Dans  la  chute  d'autrui  je  ne  veux  pas  descendre. 

L'honneur  n'abdique  point.     Nul  n'a  droit  de  me  prendre 

Ma  liberté,  mon  bien,  mon  ciel  bleu,  mon  amour. 

Tout  l'univers  aveugle  est  sans  droit  sur  le  jour. 

Fût-on  cent  millions  d'esclaves,  je  suis  libre. 

Ainsi  parle  Caton.     Sur  la  Seine  ou  le  Tibre, 

Personne  n'est  tombé  tant  qu'un  seul  est  debout. 

Le  vieux  sang  des  aïeux  qui  s'indigne  et  qui  bout, 

La  vertu,  la  fierté,  la  justice,  l'histoire, 

Toute  une  nation  avec  toute  sa  gloire 

Vit  dans  le  dernier  front  qui  ne  veut  pas  plier. 

Pour  soutenir  le  temple  il  suffit  d'un  pilier  ; 

Un  Français,  c'est  la  France  ;  un  Romain  contient  Rome, 

Et  ce  qui  brise  un  peuple  avorte  aux  pieds  d'un  homme. 

The  sixth  and  seventh  poems  in  this  book  are  each  a 
superb  example  of  its  kind  ;   the  verses  on  an  interview 
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between  Abd-el-Kader  and  Bonaparte  are  worthy  of  a  place 
among  the  earlier  Orientales  for  simplicity  and  fullness  of 
effect  in  lyric  tone  and  colour  ;  and  satire  could  hardly  give 
a  finer  and  completer  little  study  than  that  of  the  worthy 
tradesman  who  for  love  of  his  own  strong-box  would  give 
his  vote  for  a  very  Phalaris  to  reign  over  him,  and  put  up 
with  the  brazen  bull  for  love  of  the  golden  calf  :  an  epigram 
which  sums  up  an  epoch.  The  indignant  poem  of  Joyeuse 
Vie,  with  its  terrible  photographs  of  subterranean  toil  and 
want,  is  answered  by  the  not  less  terrible  though  ringing  and 
radiant  song  of  C  empereur  s'amuse  ;  and  this  again  by  the 
four  solemn  stanzas  in  which  a  whole  world  of  desolate 
suffering  is  condensed  and  realized.  The  verses  of  good 
counsel  in  which  the  imperial  Macaire  is  admonished  not  to 
take  himself  too  seriously,  or  trust  in  the  duration  of  his  fair 
and  foul  good  fortune,  are  unsurpassed  for  concentration  of 
contempt.  The  dialogue  of  the  tyrannicide  by  the  starlit 
sea  with  all  visible  and  invisible  things  that  impel  or  implore 
him  to  do  justice  is  so  splendid  and  thrilling  in  its  keen  and 
ardent  brevity  that  we  can  hardly  feel  as  though  a  sufficient 
answer  were  given  to  the  instinctive  reasoning  which  finds 
inarticulate  utterance  in  the  cry  of  the  human  conscience  for 
retribution  by  a  human  hand,  even  when  we  read  the  two 
poems,  at  once  composed  and  passionate  in  their  austerity, 
which  bid  men  leave  God  to  deal  with  the  supreme  criminal 
of  humanity.  A  Nigh  f  s  Lodging,  the  last  poem  of  the  fourth 
book,  is  perhaps  the  very  finest  and  most  perfect  example 
of  imaginative  and  tragic  satire  that  exists  :  if  this  rank  be 
due  to  a  poem  at  once  the  most  vivid  in  presentation,  the  most 
sublime  in  scorn,  the  most  intense  and  absolute  in  condensed 
expression  of  abhorrence  and  in  assured  expression  of  belief. 
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But  in  the  fifth  of  these  seven  caskets  of  chiselled  gold 
and  tempered  steel  there  is  a  pearl  of  greater  price  than  in 
any  of  the  four  yet  opened.  The  song  dated  from  sea, 
which  takes  farewell  of  all  good  things  and  all  gladness  left 
behind — of  house  and  home,  of  the  flowers  and  the  sky,  of 
the  betrothed  bride  with  her  maiden  brow — the  song  which 
has  in  its  burden  the  heavy  plashing  sound  of  the  wave 
following  on  the  wave  that  swells  and  breaks  against  the 
bulwarks — the  song  of  darkening  waters  and  darkened  lives 
has  in  it  a  magic,  for  my  own  ear  at  least,  incomparable  in 
the  whole  wide  world  of  human  song.  Even  to  the  greatest 
poets  of  all  time  such  a  godsend  as  this — such  a  breath  of 
instant  inspiration — can  come  but  rarely  and  seem  given  as 
by  miracle.  '  There  is  sorrow  on  the  sea,'  as  the  prophet 
said  of  old  ;  but  when  was  there  sorrow  on  sea  or  land 
which  found  such  piercing  and  such  perfect  utterance  as 
this? 

Adieu,  patrie  ! 

L'onde  est  en  furie. 

Adieu,  patrie, 

Azur  ! 

Adieu,  maison,  treille  au  fruit  mûr, 
Adieu,  les  fleurs  d'or  du  vieux  mur  ! 

Adieu,  patrie  ! 

Ciel,  forêt,  prairie  ! 

Adieu,  patrie, 

Azur  ! 

Adieu,  patrie  ! 

L'onde  est  en  furie. 

Adieu,  patrie, 

Azur  ! 
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Adieu,  fiancée  au  front  pur, 
Le  ciel  est  noir,  le  vent  est  dur. 

Adieu,  patrie  ! 

Lise,  Anna,  Marie  ! 

Adieu,  patrie, 

Azur  ! 

Adieu,  patrie  ! 

L'onde  est  en  furie. 

Adieu,  patrie, 

Azur  ! 

Notre  œil,  que  voile  un  deuil  futur, 
Va  du  flot  sombre  au  sort  obscur. 

Adieu,  patrie  ! 
Pour  toi  mon  cœur  prie. 
Adieu,  patrie, 
Azur  ! 

The  next  poem  is  addressed  to  a  disappointed  accomplice 
of  the  crime  still  triumphant  and  imperial  in  the  eyes  of  his 
fellow-scoundrels,  who  seems  to  have  shown  signs  of  a  desire 
to  break  away  from  them  and  a  suspicion  that  even  then  the 
ship  of  empire  was  beginning  to  leak — though  in  fact  it 
had  still  seventeen  years  of  more  or  less  radiant  rascality  to 
float  through  before  it  foundered  in  the  ineffable  ignominy 
of  Sedan.  Full  of  ringing  and  stinging  eloquence,  of  keen 
and  sonorous  lines  or  lashes  of  accumulating  scorn,  this 
poem  is  especially  noteworthy  for  its  tribute  to  the  murdered 
republic  of  Rome.  Certain  passages  in  certain  earlier  works 
of  Hugo,  in  Cromwell  for  instance  and  in  Marie  Tudor, 
had  given  rise  to  a  natural  and  indeed  inevitable  suspicion 
of  some  prejudice  or  even  antipathy  on  the  writer's  part 
which  had  not  less  unavoidably  aroused  a  feeling  among 
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Italians  that  his  disposition  or  tone  of  mind  was  anything 
but  cordial  or  indeed  amicable  towards  their  country  :  a 
suspicion  probably  heightened,  and  a  feeling  probably 
sharpened,  by  his  choice  of  such  dramatic  subjects  from 
Italian  history  or  tradition  as  the  domestic  eccentricities  of 
the  exceptional  family  of  Borgia,  and  the  inquisitorial  mis- 
direction of  the  degenerate  commonwealth  of  Venice.  To 
the  sense  that  Hugo  was  hardly  less  than  an  enemy  and  that 
Byron  had  been  something  more  than  a  well-wisher  to  Italy 
I  have  always  attributed  the  unquestionable  and  otherwise 
inexplicable  fact  that  Mazzini  should  have  preferred  the 
pinchbeck  and  tinsel  of  Byron  to  the  gold  and  ivory  of 
Hugo.  But  it  was  impossible  that  the  master  poet  of  the 
world  should  not  live  to  make  amends,  if  indeed  amends 
were  needed,  to  the  country  of  Mazzini  and  of  Dante. 

If  I  have  hardly  time  to  mention  the  simple  and  vivid 
narrative  of  the  martyrdom  of  Pauline  Roland,  I  must  pause 
at  least  to  dwell  for  a  moment  on  so  famous  and  so  great  a 
poem  as  L  Expiation  ;  but  not  to  pronounce,  or  presume  to 
endeavour  to  decide,  which  of  its  several  pictures  is  the  most 
powerful,  which  of  its  epic  or  lyric  variations  the  most 
impressive  and  triumphant  in  effect.  The  huge  historic 
pageant  of  ruin,  from  Moscow  to  Waterloo,  from  Waterloo 
to  St.  Helena,  with  the  posthumous  interlude  of  apotheosis 
which  the  poet  had  loudly  and  proudly  celebrated  just 
twelve  years  earlier  in  an  ode,  turned  suddenly  into  the  peep- 
show  of  a  murderous  mountebank,  the  tawdry  triumph  of 
buffoons  besmeared  with  innocent  blood,  is  so  tremendous 
in  its  anticlimax  that  not  the  sublimest  and  most  miraculous 
climax  imaginable  could  make  so  tragic  and  sublime  an  im- 
pression so  indelible  from  the  mind.     The  slow  agony  of  the 
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great  army  under  the  snow  ;  its  rout  and  dissolution  in  the 
supreme  hour  of  panic  ;  the  slower  agony,  the  more  gradual 
dissolution,  of  the  prisoner  with  a  gaoler's  eye  intent  on  him 
to  the  last  ;  who  can  say  which  of  these  three  is  done  into 
verse  with  most  faultless  and  sovereign  power  of  hand,  most 
pathetic  or  terrific  force  and  skill  ?  And  the  hideous  judicial 
dishonour  of  the  crowning  retribution  after  death,  the  parody 
of  his  empire  and  the  prostitution  of  his  name,  is  so  much 
more  than  tragic  by  reason  of  the  very  farce  in  it  that  out  of 
ignominy  itself  and  uttermost  degradation  the  poet  has 
made  something  more  august  in  moral  impression  than  all 
pageants  of  battle  or  of  death. 

In  the  sixth  book  I  can  but  rapidly  remark  the  peculiar 
beauty  and  greatness  of  the  lyric  lines  in  which  the  sound  of 
steady  seas  regularly  breaking  on  the  rocks  at  Rozel  Tower 
is  rendered  with  so  solemn  and  severe  an  echo  of  majestic 
strength  in  sadness  ;  the  verses  addressed  to  the  people  on 
its  likeness  and  unlikeness  to  the  sea  ;  the  scornful  and  fiery 
appeal  to  the  spirit  of  Juvenal  ;  the  perfect  idyllic  picture 
of  spring,  with  all  the  fruitless  exultation  of  its  blossoms  and 
its  birds,  made  suddenly  dark  and  dissonant  by  recollection 
of  human  crime  and  shame  ;  the  heavenly  hopefulness  of 
comfort  in  the  message  of  the  morning  star,  conveyed  into 
colours  of  speech  and  translated  into  cadences  of  sound 
which  no  painter  or  musician  could  achieve. 

Je  m'étais  endormi  la  nuit  près  de  la  grève. 
Un  vent  frais  m'éveilla,  je  sortis  de  mon  rêve, 
J'ouvris  les  yeux,  je  vis  l'étoile  du  matin. 
Elle  resplendissait  au  fond  du  ciel  lointain 
Dans  une  blancheur  molle,  infinie  et  charmante. 
Aquilon  s'enfuyait  emportant  la  tourmente. 

E 
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L'astre  éclatant  changeait  la  nuée  en  duvet. 

C'était  une  clarté  qui  pensait,  qui  vivait  ; 

Elle  apaisait  l'écueil  où  la  vague  déferle  ; 

On  croyait  voir  une  âme  à  travers  une  perle. 

Il  faisait  nuit  encor,  l'ombre  régnait  en  vain, 

Le  ciel  s'illuminait  d'un  sourire  divin. 

La  lueur  argentait  le  haut  du  mât  qui  penche  ; 

Le  navire  était  noir,  mais  la  voile  était  blanche  ; 

Des  goélands  debout  sur  un  escarpement, 

Attentifs,  contemplaient  l'étoile  gravement 

Comme  un  oiseau  céleste  et  fait  d'une  étincelle  ; 

L'océan,  qui  ressemble  au  peuple,  allait  vers  elle, 

Et,  rugissant  tout  bas,  la  regardait  briller, 

Et  semblait  avoir  peur  de  la  faire  envoler. 

Un  ineffable  amour  emplissait  l'étendue. 

L'herbe  verte  à  mes  pieds  frissonnait  éperdue, 

Les  oiseaux  se  parlaient  dans  les  nids  ;  une  fleur 

Oui  s'éveillait  me  dit  :  c'est  l'étoile  ma  sœur. 

Et  pendant  qu'à  longs  plis  l'ombre  levait  son  voile, 

J'entendis  une  voix  qui  venait  de  l'étoile 

Et  qui  disait  : — Je  suis  l'astre  qui  vient  d'abord. 

Je  suis  celle  qu'on  croit  dans  la  tombe  et  qui  sort. 

J'ai  lui  sur  le  Sina,  j'ai  lui  sur  le  Taygète  ; 

Je  suis  le  caillou  d'or  et  de  feu  que  Dieu  jette, 

Comme  avec  une  fronde,  au  front  noir  de  la  nuit. 

Je  suis  ce  qui  renaît  quand  un  monde  est  détruit. 

O  nations  !  je  suis  la  Poésie  ardente. 

J'ai  brillé  sur  Moïse  et  j'ai  brillé  sur  Dante. 

Le  lion  océan  est  amoureux  de  moi. 

J'arrive.    Levez-vous,  vertu,  courage,  foi  ! 

Penseurs,  esprits  !  montez  sur  la  tour,  sentinelles  ! 

Paupières,  ouvrez-vous  ;  allumez-vous,  prunelles  ; 

Terre,  émeus  le  sillon  ;  vie,  éveille  le  bruit  ; 

Debout,  vous  qui  dormez  ;  car  celui  qui  me  suit, 

Car  celui  qui  m'envoie  en  avant  la  première, 

C'est  l'ange  Liberté,  c'est  le  géant  Lumière  ! 
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The  first  poem  of  the  seventh  book,  on  the  falling  of  the 
walls  of  Jericho  before  the  seventh  trumpet-blast,  is  equally 
great  in  description  and  in  application  ;  the  third  is  one  of 
the  great  lyric  masterpieces  of  all  time,  the  triumphant  ballad 
of  the  Black  Huntsman,  unsurpassed  in  the  world  for  ardour 
of  music  and  fitful  change  of  note  from  mystery  and  terror 
to  rage  and  tempest  and  supreme  serenity  of  exultation — 
'  wind  and  storm  fulfilling  his  word,'  we  may  literally  say  of 
this  omnipotent  sovereign  of  song. 

The  sewer  of  Rome,  a  final  receptacle  for  dead  dogs  and 
rotting  Caesars,  is  painted  line  by  line  and  detail  by  detail  in 
verse  which  touches  with  almost  frightful  skill  the  very  limit 
of  the  possible  or  permissible  to  poetry  in  the  way  of  realistic 
loathsomeness  or  photographic  horror  ;  relieved  here  and 
there  by  a  rare  and  exquisite  image,  a  fresh  breath  or  tender 
touch  of  loveliness  from  the  open  air  of  the  daylight  world 
above.  The  song  on  the  two  Napoleons  is  a  masterpiece 
of  skilful  simplicity  in  contrast  of  tones  and  colours.  But 
the  song  which  follows,  written  to  a  tune  of  Beethoven's, 
has  in  it  something  more  than  the  whole  soul  of  music,  the 
whole  passion  of  self-devoted  hope  and  self-transfiguring 
faith  ;  it  gives  the  final  word  of  union  between  sound  and 
spirit,  the  mutual  coronation  and  consummation  of  them 
both. 

PA  TRIA. 

Là-haut  qui  sourit  ? 

Est-ce  un  esprit  ? 

Est-ce  une  femme  ? 
Quel  front  sombre  et  doux  ! 

Peuple,  à  genoux  ! 

Est-ce  notre  âme 

Oui  vient  à  nous  ? 
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Cette  figure  en  deuil 
Paraît  sur  notre  seuil, 
Et  notre  antique  orgueil 

Sort  du  cercueil. 
Ses  fiers  regards  vainqueurs 
Réveillent  tous  les  cœurs, 
Les  nids  dans  les  buissons, 

Et  les  chansons. 

C'est  l'ange  du  jour  ; 

L'espoir,  l'amour 

Du  cœur  qui  pense  ; 
Du  monde  enchanté 

C'est  la  clarté. 

Son  nom  est  France 

Ou  Vérité. 

Bel  ange,  à  ton  miroir 
Quand  s'offre  un  vil  pouvoir, 
Tu  viens,  terrible  à  voir, 

Sous  le  ciel  noir. 
Tu  dis  au  monde  :  Allons  ! 
Formez  vos  bataillons  ! 
Et  le  monde  ébloui 

Te  répond  :  Oui. 

C'est  l'ange  de  nuit. 

Rois,  il  vous  suit, 

Marquant  d'avance 
Le  fatal  moment 

Au  firmament. 

Son  nom  est  France 

Ou  Châtiment. 

Ainsi  que  nous  voyons 
En  mai  les  alcyons, 
Voguez,  ô  nations. 
Dans  ses  rayons  ! 
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Son  bras  aux  deux  dressé 
Ferme  le  noir  passé 
Et  les  portes  de  fer 
Du  sombre  enfer. 

C'est  l'ange  de  Dieu. 

Dans  le  ciel  bleu 

Son  aile  immense 
Couvre  avec  fierté 

L'humanité. 

Son  nom  est  France 

Ou  Liberté  ! 

The  Caravan,  a  magnificent  picture,  is  also  a  magnificent 
allegory  and  a  magnificent  hymn.  The  poem  following  sums 
up  in  twenty-six  lines  a  whole  world  of  terror  and  of  tempest 
hurtling  and  wailing  round  the  wreck  of  a  boat  by  night.  It 
is  followed  by  a  superb  appeal  against  the  infliction  of  death 
on  rascals  whose  reptile  blood  would  dishonour  and  defile  the 
scaffold  :  and  this  again  by  an  admonition  to  their  chief  not 
to  put  his  trust  in  the  chance  of  a  high  place  of  infamy  among 
the  more  genuinely  imperial  hellhounds  of  historic  record. 
The  next  poem  gives  us  in  perfect  and  exquisite  summary  the 
opinions  of  a  contemporary  conservative  on  a  dangerous 
anarchist  of  extravagant  opinions  and  disreputable  character, 
whom  for  example's  sake  it  was  at  length  found  necessary  to 
crucify.  There  is  no  song  more  simply  and  nobly  pitiful 
than  that  which  tells  us  in  its  burden  how  a  man  may  die 
for  lack  of  his  native  country  as  naturally  and  inevitably 
as  for  lack  of  his  daily  bread.  I  cite  only  the  last  three 
stanzas  by  way  of  sample. 

Les  exilés  s'en  vont  pensifs. 

Leur  âme,  hélas  !  n'est  plus  entièie. 

Ils  regardent  l'ombre  des  ifs 
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Sur  les  fosses  du  cimetière  ; 
L'un  songe  à  l'Allemagne  altière, 
L'autre  au  beau  pays  transalpin, 
L'autre  à  sa  Pologne  chérie. 
— On  ne  peut  pas  vivre  sans  pain  ; 
On  ne  peut  pas  non  plus  vivre  sans  la  patrie. — 

Un  proscrit,  lassé  de  souffrir, 
Mourait  ;  calme,  il  fermait  son  livre  ; 
Et  je  lui  dis  :  '  Pourquoi  mourir  ?  ' 
Il  me  répondit  :  '  Pourquoi  vivre?  ' 
Puis  il  reprit  :  '  Je  me  délivre. 
Adieu  !  je  meurs.     Néron  Scapin 
Met  aux  fers  la  France  flétrie.  .  .  .' 
— On  ne  peut  pas  vivre  sans  pain  ; 
On  ne  peut  pas  non  plus  vivre  sans  la  patrie. — 

' ...  Je  meurs  de  ne  plus  voir  les  champs 
Où  je  regardais  l'aube  naître, 
De  ne  plus  entendre  les  chants 
Que  j'entendais  de  ma  fenêtre. 
Mon  âme  est  où  je  ne  puis  être. 
Sous  quatre  planches  de  sapin 
Enterrez-moi  dans  la  prairie.' 
— On  ne  peut  pas  vivre  sans  pain  ; 
On  ne  peut  pas  non  plus  vivre  sans  la  patrie. 

Then,  in  the  later  editions  of  the  book,  came  the  great 
and  terrible  poem  on  the  life  and  death  of  the  miscreant 
marshal  who  gave  the  watchword  of  massacre  in  the  streets 
of  Paris,  and  died  by  the  visitation  of  disease  before  the 
walls  of  Sebastopol.  There  is  hardly  a  more  splendid 
passage  of  its  kind  in  all  the  Légende  des  Siècles  than  the 
description  of  the  departure  of  the  fleet  in  order  of  battle 
from  Constantinople  for  the  Crimea  ;  nor  a  loftier  passage 
of  more  pathetic  austerity  in  all  this  book  of  Châtiments 
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than  the  final  address  of  the  poet  to  the  miserable  soul, 
disembodied  at  length  after  long  and  loathsome  suffering, 
of  the  murderer  and  traitor  who  had  earned  no  soldier's 
death.1 

And  then  come  those  majestic  '  last  words  '  which  will  ring 
for  ever  in  the  ears  of  men  till  manhood  as  well  as  poetry 
has  ceased  to  have  honour  among  mankind.  And  then 
comes  a  poem  so  great  that  I  hardly  dare  venture  to 
attempt  a  word  in  its  praise.  We  cannot  choose  but  think, 
as  we  read  or  repeat  it,  that  '  such  music  was  never  made  ' 
since  the  morning  stars  sang  together,  and  all  the  sons  of 
God  shouted  for  joy.  This  epilogue  of  a  book  so  bitterly 
and  inflexibly  tragic  begins  as  with  a  peal  of  golden  bells,  or 
an  outbreak  of  all  April  in  one  choir  of  sunbright  song  ; 
proceeds  in  a  graver  note  of  deep  and  trustful  exultation 
and  yearning  towards  the  future  ;  subsides  again  into  some- 
thing of  a  more  subdued  key,  while  the  poet  pleads  for  his 
faith  in  a  God  of  righteousness  with  the  righteous  who  are 
ready  to  despair  ;  and  rises  from  that  tone  of  awe-stricken 
and  earnest  pleading  to  such  a  height  and  rapture  of  in- 
spiration as  no  Hebrew  psalmist  or  prophet  ever  soared 
beyond  in  his  divinest  passion  of  aspiring  trust  and  worship. 
It  is  simply  impossible  that  a  human  tongue  should  utter, 
a  human  hand  should  write,  anything  of  more  supreme  and 
transcendent  beauty  than  the  last  ten  stanzas  of  the  fourth 
division  of  this  poem.     The  passionate  and  fervent  accumu- 

1  This  poem  on  Saint -Arnaud  is  dated  from  Jersey,  and  must  there- 
fore have  been  written  before  the  second  of  November  1855 — a  date  of 
disgrace  for  Jersey,  if  not  indeed  for  England.  It  appears  in  the  various 
later  editions  of  the  Châtiments,  but  has  disappeared  from  the  so-called 
'édition  définitive.'  All  readers  have  a  right  to  ask  why — and  a  right 
to  be  answered  when  they  ask. 
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lation  of  sublimities,  of  marvellous  images  and  of  infinite 
appeal,  leaves  the  sense  too  dazzled,  the  soul  too  entranced 
and  exalted,  to  appreciate  at  first  or  in  full  the  miraculous 
beauty  of  the  language,  the  superhuman  sweetness  of  the 
song.  The  reader  impervious  to  such  impressions  may  rest 
assured  that  what  he  admires  in  the  prophecies  or  the  psalms 
of  Isaiah  or  of  David  is  not  the  inspiration  of  the  text,  but 
the  warrant  and  sign-manual  of  the  councils  and  the  churches 
which  command  him  to  admire  them  on  trust. 

Ne  possède-t-il  pas  toute  la  certitude  ? 

Dieu  ne  remplit-il  pas  ce  monde,  notre  étude, 

Du  nadir  au  zénith  ? 
Notre  sagesse  auprès  de  la  sienne  est  démence  ; 
Et  n'est-ce  pas  à  lui  que  la  clarté  commence, 

Et  que  l'ombre  finit  ? 

Ne  voit-il  pas  ramper  les  hydres  sur  leurs  ventres  ? 
Ne  regarde-t-il  pas  jusqu'au  fond  de  leurs  antres 

Atlas  et  Pélion  ? 
Ne  connaît-il  pas  l'heure  où  la  cigogne  émigré  ? 
Sait-il  pas  ton  entrée  et  ta  sortie,  ô  tigre, 

Et  ton  antre,  ô  lion  ? 

Hirondelle,  réponds,  aigle  à  l'aile  sonore, 
Parle,  avez-vous  des  nids  que  l'Éternel  ignore  ? 

O  cerf,  quand  l'as-tu  fui  ? 
Renard,  ne  vois-tu  pas  ses  yeux  dans  la  broussaille  ? 
Loup,  quand  tu  sens  la  nuit  une  herbe  qui  tressaille, 

Ne  dis-tu  pas  :  C'est  lui  ! 

Puisqu'il  sait  tout  cela,  puisqu'il  peut  toute  chose, 
Que  ses  doigts  font  jaillir  les  effets  de  la  cause 

Comme  un  noyau  d'un  fruit, 
Puisqu'il  peut  mettre  un  ver  dans  les  pommes  de  l'arbre, 
Et  faire  disperser  les  colonnes  de  marbre 

Par  le  vent  de  la  nuit  ; 
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Puisqu'il  bat  l'océan  pareil  au  bœuf  qui  beugle, 
Puisqu'il  est  le  voyant  et  que  l'homme  est  l'aveugle, 

Puisqu'il  est  le  milieu, 
Puisque  son  bras  nous  porte,  et  puisqu'à  son  passage 
La  comète  frissonne  ainsi  qu'en  une  cage 

Tremble  une  étoupe  en  feu  ; 

Puisque  l'obscure  nuit  le  connaît,  puisque  l'ombre 
Le  voit,  quand  il  lui  plaît,  sauver  la  nef  qui  sombre, 

Comment  douterions-nous, 
Nous  qui,  fermes  et  purs,  fiers  dans  nos  agonies, 
Sommes  debout  devant  toutes  les  tyrannies, 

Pour  lui  seul,  à  genoux  ! 

D'ailleurs,  pensons.     Nos  jours  sont  des  jours  d'amertume, 
Mais,  quand  nous  étendons  les  bras  dans  cette  brume, 

Nous  sentons  une  main  ; 
Quand  nous  marchons,  courbés,  dans  l'ombre  du  martyre, 
Nous  entendons  quelqu'un  derrière  nous  nous  dire  : 

C'est  ici  le  chemin. 

O  proscrits,  l'avenir  est  aux  peuples  !     Paix,  gloire, 
Liberté,  reviendront  sur  des  chars  de  victoire 

Aux  foudroyants  essieux  ; 
Ce  crime  qui  triomphe  est  fumée  et  mensonge  ; 
Voilà  ce  que  je  puis  affirmer,  moi  qui  songe 

L'œil  fixé  sur  les  deux  ! 

Les  césars  sont  plus  fiers  que  les  vagues  marines, 
Mais  Dieu  dit  : — Je  mettrai  ma  boucle  en  leurs  narines, 

Et  dans  leur  bouche  un  mors, 
Et  je  les  traînerai,  qu'on  cède  ou  bien  qu'on  lutte, 
Eux  et  leurs  histrions  et  leurs  joueurs  de  flûte, 

Dans  l'ombre  où  sont  les  morts  ! 

Dieu  dit  ;  et  le  granit  que  foulait  leur  semelle 
S'écroule,  et  les  voilà  disparus  pêle-mêle 

Dans  leurs  prospérités  ! 
Aquilon  !  aquilon  !  qui  viens  battre  nos  portes, 
Oh  !  dis-nous,  si  c'est  toi,  souffle,  qui  les  emportes, 

Où  les  as-tu  jetés  ? 
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Three  years  after  the  Châtiments  Victor  Hugo  pub- 
lished the  Contemplations  ;  the  book  of  which  he  said  that 
if  the  title  did  not  sound  somewhat  pretentious  it  might  be 
called  '  the  memoirs  of  a  soul'  No  book  had  ever  in  it 
more  infinite  and  exquisite  variety  ;  no  concert  ever  diver- 
sified and  united  such  inexhaustible  melodies  with  such 
unsurpassable  harmonies.  The  note  of  fatherhood  was 
never  touched  more  tenderly  than  in  the  opening  verses  of 
gentle  counsel,  whose  cadence  is  fresher  and  softer  than  the 
lapse  of  rippling  water  or  the  sense  of  falling  dew  :  the 
picture  of  the  poet's  two  little  daughters  in  the  twilight 
garden  might  defy  all  painters  to  translate  it  :  the  spirit, 
force,  and  fun  of  the  controversial  poems,  overflowing  at 
once  with  good  humour,  with  serious  thought,  and  with 
kindly  indignation,  give  life  and  charm  to  the  obsolete  ques- 
tions of  wrangling  schools  and  pedants  ;  and  the  last  of 
them,  on  the  divine  and  creative  power  of  speech,  is  at 
once  profound  and  sublime  enough  to  grapple  easily  and 
thoroughly  with  so  high  and  deep  a  subject.  The  songs  of 
childish  loves  and  boyish  fancies  are  unequalled  by  any 
other  poet's  known  to  me  for  their  union  of  purity  and 
gentleness  with  a  touch  of  dawning  ardour  and  a  hint  of 
shy  delight  :  Lise,  La  Coccinelle,  Vieille  chanson  du  jeune 
temps,  are  such  sweet  miracles  of  simple  perfection  as  we 
hardly  find  except  in  the  old  songs  of  unknown  great  poets 
who  died  and  left  no  name.  The  twenty- first  poem,  a  lyric 
idyl  of  but  sixteen  lines,  has  something  more  than  the 
highest  qualities  of  Theocritus  ;  in  colour  and  in  melody  it 
does  but  equal  the  Sicilian  at  his  best,  but  there  are  two 
lines  at  least  in  it  beyond  his  reach  for  depth  and  majesty  of 
beauty.      Childhood  and   Unity,  two  poems  of  twelve  and 
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ten  lines  respectively,  are  a  pair  of  such  flawless  jewels  as 
lie  now  in  no  living  poet's  casket.  Among  the  twenty- 
eight  poems  of  the  second  book,  if  I  venture  to  name  with 
special  regard  the  second  and  the  fourth,  two  songs  uniting 
the  subtle  tenderness  of  Shelley's  with  the  frank  simplicity  of 
Shakespeare's  ;  the  large  and  living  landscape  in  a  letter 
dated  from  Tréport  ;  the  tenth  and  the  thirteenth  poems,  two 
of  the  most  perfect  love-songs  in  the  world,  written  (if  the 
phrase  be  permissible)  in  a  key  of  serene  rapture  ;  the 
'  morning's  note,'  with  its  vision  of  the  sublime  sweetness 
of  life  transfigured  in  a  dream  ;  Twilight,  with  its  opening 
touches  of  magical  and  mystic  beauty  ;  above  all,  the 
mournful  and  tender  magnificence  of  the  closing  poem,  with 
a  pathetic  significance  in  the  double  date  appended  to  the 
text  :  I  am  ready  to  confess  that  it  is  perhaps  presumptuous 
to  express  a  preference  even  for  these  over  the  others.  Yet 
perhaps  it  may  be  permissible  to  select  for  transcription  two 
of  the  sweetest  and  shortest  among  them. 

Mes  vers  fuiraient,  doux  et  frêles, 
Vers  votre  jardin  si  beau, 
Si  mes  vers  avaient  des  ailes, 
Des  ailes  comme  l'oiseau. 

Ils  voleraient,  étincelles, 
Vers  votre  foyer  qui  rit, 
Si  mes  vers  avaient  des  ailes, 
Des  ailes  comme  l'esprit. 

Près  de  vous,  purs  et  fidèles, 
Ils  accourraient  nuit  et  jour, 
Si  mes  vers  avaient  des  ailes, 
Des  ailes  comme  l'amour. 

Nothing  of  Shelley's  exceeds  this  for  limpid  perfection   of 
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melody,  renewed  in   the   next   lyric  with   something   of  a 
deeper  and  more  fervent  note  of  music. 

Si  vous  n'avez  rien  à  me  dire, 
Pourquoi  venir  auprès  de  moi  ? 
Pourquoi  me  faire  ce  sourire 
Oui  tournerait  la  tête  au  roi  ? 
Si  vous  n'avez  rien  à  me  dire, 
Pourquoi  venir  auprès  de  moi  ? 

Si  vous  n'avez  rien  à  m'apprendre, 
Pourquoi  me  pressez-vous  la  main  ? 
Sur  le  rêve  angélique  et  tendre, 
Auquel  vous  songez  en  chemin, 
Si  vous  n'avez  rien  à  m'apprendre, 
Pourquoi  me  pressez-vous  la  main  ? 

Si  vous  voulez  que  je  m'en  aille, 
Pourquoi  passez-vous  par  ici  ? 
Lorsque  je  vous  vois,  je  tressaille  : 
C'est  ma  joie  et  c'est  mon  souci. 
Si  vous  voulez  que  je  m'en  aille, 
Pourquoi  passez-vous  par  ici  ? 

In  the  third  book,  which  brings  us  up  to  the  great  poet's 
forty-second  year,  the  noble  poem  called  Mela?icholia  has  in 
it  a  foretaste  and  a  promise  of  all  the  passionate  meditation, 
all  the  studious  and  indefatigable  pity,  all  the  forces  of 
wisdom  and  of  mercy  which  were  to  find  their  completer  and 
supreme  expression  in  Les  Misérables.  In  Saturn  we  may 
trace  the  same  note  of  earnest  and  thoughtful  meditation 
on  the  mystery  of  evil,  on  the  vision  so  long  cherished  by 
mankind  of  some  purgatorial  world,  the  shrine  of  expiation 
or  the  seat  of  retribution,  which  in  the  final  volume  of  the 
Légende  des  Siècles  was  touched  again  with  a  yet  more  august 
effect  :  the  poem  there  called  I?iferi  resumes  and  expands 
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the  tragic  thought  here  first  admitted  into  speech  and  first 
clothed  round  with  music.  The  four  lines  written  beneath 
a  crucifix  may  almost  be  said  to  sum  up  the  whole  soul  and 
spirit  of  Christian  faith  or  feeling  in  the  brief  hour  of  its 
early  purity,  revived  in  every  age  again  for  some  rare  and 
beautiful  natures — and  for  these  alone. 

Vous  qui  pleurez,  venez  à  ce  Dieu,  car  il  pleure. 
Vous  qui  souffrez,  venez  à  lui,  car  il  guérit. 
Vous  qui  tremblez,  venez  à  lui,  car  il  sourit. 
Vous  qui  passez,  venez  à  lui,  car  il  demeure. 

La  Statue,  with  its  grim  swift  glance  over  the  worldwide 
rottenness  of  imperial  Rome,  finds  again  an  echo  yet  fuller 
and  more  sonorous  than  the  note  which  it  repeats  in  the 
poem  on  Roman  decadence  which  forms  the  eighth  division 
of  the  revised  and  completed  Légende  des  Siècles.  The  two 
delicately  tender  poems  on  the  death  of  a  little  child  are 
well  relieved  by  the  more  terrible  tenderness  of  the  poem 
on  a  mother  found  dead  of  want  among  her  four  little 
children.  In  this  and  the  next  poem,  a  vivid  and  ghastly 
photograph  of  vicious  poverty,  we  find  again  the  same  spirit 
of  observant  and  vigilant  compassion  that  inspires  and  in- 
forms the  great  prose  epic  of  suffering  which  records  the 
redemption  of  Jean  Valjean  :  and  in  the  next,  suggested  by 
the  sight  (a  sorrowful  sight  always,  except  perhaps  to  very 
small  children  or  adults  yet  more  diminutive  in  mental  or 
spiritual  size)  of  a  caged  lion,  we  recognize  the  depth  of 
noble  pity  which  moved  its  author  to  write  Le  Crapaud — a 
poem  redeemed  in  all  rational  men's  eyes  from  the  imminent 
imputation  of  repulsive  realism  by  the  profound  and  pathetic 
beauty  of  the  closing  lines— and  we  may  recognize  also  the 
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imaginative  and  childlike  sympathy  with  the  traditional  king 
of  beasts  which  inspired  him  long  after  to  write  L'Épopée  du 
Lion  for  the  benefit  of  his  grandchildren.  Insomnie,  a  record 
of  the  tribute  exacted  by  the  spirit  from  the  body,  when  the 
impulse  to  work  and  to  create  will  not  let  the  weary  work- 
man take  his  rest,  but  enforces  him,  reluctant  and  recalci- 
trant, to  rise  and  gird  up  his  loins  for  labour  in  the  field  of 
imaginative  thought,  is  itself  a  piece  of  work  well  worth  the 
sacrifice  even  of  the  happiness  of  sleep.  The  verses  on 
music,  suggested  by  the  figure  of  a  flute-playing  shepherd 
on  a  bas-relief;  the  splendid  and  finished  picture  of  spring, 
softened  rather  than  shadowed  by  the  quiet  thought  of  death  ; 
the  deep  and  tender  fancy  of  the  dead  child's  return  to  its 
mother  through  the  gateway  of  a  second  birth  ;  the  grave 
sweetness  and  gentle  fervour  of  the  verses  on  the  outcast 
and  detested  things  of  the  animal  and  the  vegetable  world  ; 
and,  last,  the  nobly  thoughtful  and  eloquent  poem  on  the 
greatness  of  such  little  things  as  the  fire  on  the  shepherd's 
hearth  confronting  the  star  at  sunset,  which  may  be  com- 
pared with  the  Prayer  for  all  men  in  the  Feuilles  d'Automne  ; 
these  at  least  demand  a  rapid  word  of  thankful  recognition 
before  we  close  the  first  volume  of  the  Contemplations. 

The  fourth  book,  as  most  readers  will  probably  remember, 
contains  the  poems  written  in  memory  of  Victor  Hugo's 
daughter,  drowned  by  the  accidental  capsizing  of  a  pleasure- 
boat,  just  six  months  and  seventeen  days  after  her  marriage 
with  the  young  husband  who  chose  rather  to' share  her  death 
than  to  save  himself  alone.  These  immortal  songs  of 
mourning  are  almost  too  sacred  for  critical  appreciation  of 
even  the  most  reverent  and  subdued  order.  There  are 
numberless  touches  in  them  of  such  thrilling  beauty,  so 
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poignant  in  their  simplicity  and  so  piercing  in  their  truth, 
that  silence  is  perhaps  the  best  or  the  only  commentary  on 
anything  so  'rarely  sweet  and  bitter.'  One  only  may  per- 
haps be  cited  apart  from  its  fellows  :  the  sublime  little  poem 
headed  Mors. 

Je  vis  cette  faucheuse.     Elle  était  dans  son  champ. 

Elle  allait  à  grands  pas  moissonnant  et  fauchant, 

Noir  squelette  laissant  passer  le  crépuscule. 

Dans  l'ombre  où  l'on  dirait  que  tout  tremble  et  recule, 

L'homme  suivait  des  yeux  les  lueurs  de  sa  faulx. 

Et  les  triomphateurs  sous  les  arcs  triomphaux 

Tombaient  ;  elle  changeait  en  désert  Babylone, 

Le  trône  en  échafaud  et  l'échafaud  en  trône, 

Les  roses  en  fumier,  les  enfants  en  oiseaux, 

L'or  en  cendre,  et  les  yeux  des  mères  en  ruisseaux. 

Et  les  femmes  criaient  :  Rends-nous  ce  petit  être. 

Pour  le  faire  mourir,  pourquoi  l'avoir  fait  naître  ? 

Ce  n'était  qu'un  sanglot  sur  terre,  en  haut,  en  bas  ; 

Des  mains  aux  doigts  osseux  sortaient  des  noirs  grabats  ; 

Un  vent  froid  bruïssait  dans  les  linceuls  sans  nombre  ; 

Les  peuples  éperdus  semblaient  sous  la  faulx  sombre 

Un  troupeau  frissonnant  qui  dans  l'ombre  s'enfuit  : 

Tout  était  sous  ses  pieds  deuil,  épouvante  et  nuit. 

Derrière  elle,  le  front  baigné  de  douces  flammes, 

Un  ange  souriant  portait  la  gerbe  d'âmes. 

The  fifth  book  opens  most  fitly  with  an  address  to  the 
noble  poet  who  was  the  comrade  of  the  author's  exile  and 
the  brother  of  his  self-devoted  son-in-law.  Even  Hugo 
never  wrote  anything  of  more  stately  and  superb  simplicity 
than  this  tribute  of  fatherly  love  and  praise,  so  well  deserved 
and  so  royally  bestowed.  The  second  poem,  addressed  to 
the  son  of  a  poet  who  had  the  honour  to  receive  the  greatest 
of  all  his  kind  as  a  passing  guest  in  the  first  days  of  his  long 
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exile,  is  as  simple  and  noble  as  it  is  gentle  and  austere. 
The  third,  written  in  reply  to  the  expostulations  of  an  old 
friend  and  a  distant  kinsman,  is  that  admirable  vindication 
of  a  man's  right  to  grow  wiser,  and  of  his  duty  to  speak  the 
truth  as  he  comes  to  see  it  better,  which  must  have  imposed 
silence  and  impressed  respect  on  all  assailants  if  respect  for 
integrity  and  genius  were  possible  to  the  imbecile  or  the  vile, 
and  if  silence  or  abstinence  from  insult  were  possible  to  the 
malignant  or  the  fool.  The  epilogue,  appended  nine  years 
later  to  this  high-minded  and  brilliant  poem,  is  as  noble  in 
imagination,  in  feeling,  and  in  expression,  as  the  finest  page 
in  the  Châtiments. 

ÉCRIT  EN  1855. 

J'ajoute  un  post-scriptum  après  neuf  ans.     J'écoute  ; 

Etes-vous  toujours  là  ?     Vous  êtes  mort  sans  doute, 

Marquis  ;  mais  d'où  je  suis  on  peut  parler  aux  morts. 

Ah  !  votre  cercueil  s'ouvre  : — Où  donc  es-tu  ? — Dehors. 

Comme  vous. — Es-tu  mort? — Presque.     J'habite  l'ombre. 

Je  suis  sur  un  rocher  qu'environne  l'eau  sombre, 

Ecueil  rongé  des  flots,  de  ténèbres  chargé, 

Où  s'assied,  ruisselant,  le  blême  naufragé. 

— -Eh  bien,  me  dites-vous,  après  ? — La  solitude 

Autour  de  moi  toujours  a  la  même  attitude  ; 

Je  ne  vois  que  l'abîme,  et  la  mer,  et  les  cieux, 

Et  les  nuages  noirs  qui  vont  silencieux  ; 

Mon  toit,  la  nuit,  frissonne,  et  l'ouragan  le  mêle 

Aux  souffles  effrénés  de  l'onde  et  de  la  grêle  ; 

Quelqu'un  semble  clouer  un  crêpe  à  l'horizon  ; 

L'insulte  bat  de  loin  le  seuil  de  ma  maison  ; 

Le  roc  croule  sous  moi  dès  que  mon  pied  s  y  pose.  ; 

Le  vent  semble  avoir  peur  de  m'approcher,  et  n'ose 

Me  dire  qu'en  baissant  la  voix  et  qu'à  demi 

L'adieu  mystérieux  que  me  jette  un  ami. 
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La  rumeur  des  vivants  s'éteint  diminuée. 

Tout  ce  que  j'ai  rêvé  s'est  envolé,  nuée  ! 

Sur  mes  jours  devenus  fantômes,  pâle  et  seul, 

Je  regarde  tomber  l'infini,  ce  linceul. — 

Et  vous  dites  : — Après  ? — Sous  un  mont  qui  surplombe, 

Près  des  flots,  j'ai  marqué  la  place  de  ma  tombe  ; 

Ici,  le  bruit  du  gouffre  est  tout  ce  qu'on  entend  ; 

Tout  est  horreur  et  nuit. — Après  ? — Je  suis  content. 

The  verses  addressed  to  friends  whose  love  and  rever- 
ence had  not  forsaken  the  exile — to  Jules  Janin,  to  Alexandre 
Dumas,  above  all  to  Paul  Meurice — are  models  of  stately 
grace  in  their  utterance  of  serene  and  sublime  resignation, 
of  loyal  and  affectionate  sincerity  :  but  those  addressed  to 
the  sharers  of  his  exile — to  his  wife,  to  his  children,  to  their 
friend — have  yet  a  deeper  spiritual  music  in  the  sweet  and 
severe  perfection  of  their  solemn  cadence.  I  have  but  time 
to  name  with  a  word  of  homage  in  passing  the  famous  and 
faultless  little  poem  Aux  Feuillantines,  fragrant  with  the 
memory  and  musical  as  the  laugh  of  childhood  ;  the  me- 
morial verses  recurring  here  and  there,  with  such  infinite 
and  subtle  variations  on  the  same  deep  theme  of  mourning 
or  of  sympathy  ;  the  great  brief  studies  of  lonely  landscape, 
imbued  with  such  grave  radiance  and  such  noble  melan- 
choly, or  kindled  with  the  motion  and  quickened  by  the 
music  of  the  sea  :  but  two  poems  at  all  events  I  must  select 
for  more  especial  tribute  of  more  thankful  recognition  :  the 
sublime  and  wonderful  vision  of  the  angel  who  was  neither 
life  nor  death,  but  love,  more  strong  than  either  ;  and  the 
all  but  sublimer  allegory  couched  in  verse  of  such  majestic 
resonance,  which  shows  us  the  star  of  Venus  in  heaven 
above  the  ruin  of  her  island  on  earth.  The  former  and 
shorter  of  these  is   as  excellent  an  example   as   could  be 
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chosen  of  its  author's  sovereign  simplicity  of  insight  and  of 
style. 

APPARITION. 

Je  vis  un  ange  blanc  qui  passait  sur  ma  tête  ; 

Son  vol  éblouissant  apaisait  la  tempête, 

Et  faisait  taire  au  loin  la  mer  pleine  de  bruit. 

— Qu'est-ce  que  tu  viens  faire,  ange,  dans  cette  nuit  ? 

Lui  dis-je.     Il  répondit  : — Je  viens  prendre  ton  âme. — 

Et  j'eus  peur,  car  je  vis  que  c'était  une  femme  ; 

Et  je  lui  dis,  tremblant  et  lui  tendant  les  bras  : 

— Que  me  restera-t-il  ?  car  tu  t'envoleras. — 

Il  ne  répondit  pas  ;  le  ciel  que  l'ombre  assiège 

S'éteignait.  .  .  . — Si  tu  prends  mon  âme,  m'écriai-je, 

Où  l'emporteras-tu  ?  montre-moi  dans  quel  lieu. 

Il  se  taisait  toujours. — O  passant  du  ciel  bleu, 

Es-tu  la  mort  ?  lui  dis-je,  ou  bien  es-tu  la  vie  ? — 

Et  la  nuit  augmentait  sur  mon  âme  ravie, 

Et  l'ange  devint  noir,  et  dit  : — Je  suis  l'amour. 

Mais  son  front  sombre  était  plus  charmant  que  le  jour, 

Et  je  voyais,  dans  l'ombre  où  brillaient  ses  prunelles, 

Les  astres  à  travers  les  plumes  de  ses  ailes. 

If  nothing  were  left  of  Hugo  but  the  sixth  book  of  the 
Contemplations,  it  would  yet  be  indisputable  among  those 
who  know  anything  of  poetry  that  he  was  among  the  fore- 
most in  the  front  rank  of  the  greatest  poets  of  all  time.  Here, 
did  space  allow,  it  would  be  necessary  for  criticism  with  any 
pretence  to  adequacy  to  say  something  of  every  poem  in 
turn,  to  pause  for  observation  of  some  beauty  beyond  reach 
of  others  at  every  successive  page.  In  the  first  poem  a  sub- 
lime humility  finds  such  expression  as  should  make  manifest 
to  the  dullest  eye  not  clouded  by  malevolence  and  insolent 
conceit  that  when  this  greatest  of  modern  poets  asserts  in  his 
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own  person  the  high  prerogative  and  assumes  for  his  own 
spirit  the  high  office  of  humanity,  to  confront  the  darkest 
problem  and  to  challenge  the  utmost  force  of  intangible  and 
invisible  injustice  as  of  visible  and  tangible  iniquity,  of  all 
imaginable  as  of  all  actual  evil,  of  superhuman  indifference 
as  well  as  of  human  wrongdoing,  it  is  no  merely  personal 
claim  that  he  puts  forward  no  vainly  egotistic  arrogance 
that  he  displays  ;  but  the  right  of  a  reasonable  conscience 
and  the  duty  of  a  righteous  faith,  common  to  all  men  alike 
in  whom  intelligence  of  right  and  wrong,  perception  of  duty 
or  conception  of  conscience,  can  be  said  to  exist  at 
all.  If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  notion  of  any  difference 
between  evil  and  good  more  serious  than  the  conventional 
and  convenient  fabrications  of  doctrine  and  assumption, 
then  assuredly  the  meanest  of  his  creatures  in  whom  the 
perception  of  this  difference  was  not  utterly  extinct  would 
have  a  right  to  denounce  an  omnipotent  evil-doer  as  justly 
amenable  to  the  sentence  inflicted  by  the  thunders  of  his  own 
unrighteous  judgment.  How  profound  and  intense  was  the 
disbelief  of  Victor  Hugo  in  the  rule  or  in  the  existence  of 
any  such  superhuman  malefactor  could  not  be  better  shown 
than  by  the  almost  polemical  passion  of  his  prophetic  testi- 
mony to  that  need  for  faith  in  a  central  conscience  and  a 
central  will  on  which  he  has  insisted  again  and  again  as  a 
crowning  and  indispensable  requisite  for  moral  and  spiritual 
life.  From  the  sublime  daring,  the  self-confidence  born  of 
self-devotion,  which  finds  lyrical  utterance  in  the  majestic 
verses  headed  Ido,  through  the  humble  and  haughty  earnest- 
ness of  remonstrance  and  appeal — 'humble  to  God,  haughty 
to  man  ' — which  pervades  the  next  three  poems,  the  medita- 
tive and  studious  imagination  of  the  poet  passes  into  the 
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fuller  light  and  larger  air  of  thought  which  imbues  and 
informs  with  immortal  life  every  line  of  the  great  religious 
poem  called  Pleurs  dans  la  nuit.  In  this  he  touches  the 
highest  point  of  poetic  meditation,  as  in  the  epilogue  to  the 
Châtiments,  written  four  months  earlier,  he  had  touched  the 
highest  point  of  poetic  rapture,  possible  to  the  most  ardent 
of  believers  in  his  faith  and  the  most  unapproachable  master 
of  his  art.  Where  all  is  so  lofty  in  its  coherence  of  construc- 
tion, so  perfect  in  its  harmony  of  composition,  it  seems 
presumptuous  to  indicate  any  special  miracle  of  inspired 
workmanship  :  yet,  as  Hugo  in  his  various  notes  on  mediae- 
val architecture  was  wont  to  select  for  exceptional  attention 
and  peculiar  eloquence  of  praise  this  or  that  part  or  point  of 
some  superb  and  harmonious  building,  so  am  I  tempted 
to  dwell  for  a  moment  on  the  sublime  imagination,  the 
pathetic  passion,  of  the  verses  which  render  into  music  the 
idea  of  a  terrene  and  material  purgatory,  with  its  dungeons  of 
flint  and  cells  of  clay  wherein  the  spirit  imprisoned  and  im- 
bedded may  envy  the  life  and  covet  the  suffering  of  the 
meanest  animal  that  toils  on  earth  ;  and  to  set  beside  this 
wonderful  passage  that  other  which  even  in  a  poem  so 
thoroughly  imbued  with  hope  and  faith  finds  place  and  voice 
for  expression  of  the  old  mysterious  and  fantastic  horror  of 
the  grave,  more  perfect  than  ever  any  mediaeval  painter  or 
sculptor  could  achieve. 

Le  soir  vient  ;  l'horizon  s'emplit  d'inquiétude  ; 
L'herbe  tremble  et  bruit  comme  une  multitude  ; 

Le  fleuve  blanc  reluit  ; 
Le  paysage  obscur  prend  les  veines  des  marbres 
Ces  hydres  que,  le  jour,  on  appelle  des  arbres, 

Se  tordent  dans  la  nuit. 
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Le  mort  est  seul.     Il  sent  la  nuit  qui  le  dévore. 
Quand  naît  le  doux  matin,  tout  l'azur  de  l'aurore, 

Tous  ses  rayons  si  beaux, 
Tout  l'amour  des  oiseaux  et  leurs  chansons  sans  nombre, 
Vont  aux  berceaux  dorés  ;  et,  la  nuit,  toute  l'ombre 

Aboutit  aux  tombeaux. 

Il  entend  des  soupirs  dans  les  fosses  voisines  ; 
Il  sent  la  chevelure  affreuse  des  racines 

Entrer  dans  son  cercueil  ; 
Il  est  l'être  vaincu  dont  s'empare  la  chose  ; 
Il  sent  un  doigt  obscur,  sous  sa  paupière  close, 

Lui  retirer  son  œil. 

Il  a  froid  ;  car  le  soir  qui  mêle  à  son  haleine 
Les  ténèbres,  l'horreur,  le  spectre  et  le  phalène, 

Glace  ces  durs  grabats  ; 
Le  cadavre,  lié  de  bandelettes  blanches, 
Grelotte,  et  dans  sa  bière  entend  les  quatre  planches 

Qui  lui  parlent  tout  bas. 

L'une  dit  : — Je  fermais  ton  coffre-fort. — Et  l'autre 
Dit  : — J'ai  servi  de  porte  au  toit  qui  fut  le  nôtre. — 

L'autre  dit  : — Aux  beaux  jours, 
La  table  où  rit  l'ivresse  et  que  le  vin  encombre, 
C'était  moi. — L'autre  dit  : — J'étais  le  chevet  sombre 

Du  lit  de  tes  amours. 

Among  all  the  poems  which  follow,  some  exquisite  in 
their  mystic  tenderness  as  the  elegiac  stanzas  on  Claire  and 
the  appealing  address  to  a  friend  unknown  (A  celle  qui  est 
voilée),  others  possessed  with  the  same  faith  and  wrestling 
with  the  same  questions  as  beset  and  sustained  the  writer 
of  the  poem  at  which  we  have  just  rapidly  and  reverently 
glanced,  there  are  three  at  least  which  demand  at  any  rate 
one  passing  word  of  homage.     The  solemn  song  of  médita- 
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tion  '  at  the  window  by  night  '  seems  to  me  to  render  in  its 
first  six  lines  the  aspects  and  sounds  of  sea  and  cloud  and 
wind  and  trees  and  stars  with  an  utterly  incomparable  magic 
of  interpretation. 

Les  étoiles,  points  d'or,  percent  les  branches  noires  ; 
Le  flot  huileux  et  lourd  décompose  ses  moires 

Sur  l'océan  blêmi  ; 
Les  nuages  ont  l'air  d'oiseaux  prenant  la  fuite  ; 
Par  moments  le  vent  parle,  et  dit  des  mots  sans  suite, 

Comme  un  homme  endormi. 

No  poet  but  one  could  have  written  the  three  stanzas,  so 
full  of  infinite  sweetness  and  awe,  inscribed  '  to  the  angels 
who  see  us.' 

— Passant,  qu'es-tu  ?  je  te  connais. 
Mais,  étant  spectre,  ombre  et  nuage, 
Tu  n'as  plus  de  sexe  ni  d'âge. 
— Je  suis  ta  mère,  et  je  venais  ! 

— Et  toi  dont  l'aile  hésite  et  brille, 
Dont  l'œil  est  noyé  de  douceur, 
Ou'es-tu,  passant  ? — Je  suis  ta  sœur. 
— Et  toi,  qu'es-tu  ? — Je  suis  ta  fille. 

— Et  toi,  qu'es-tu,  passant  ? — Je  suis 
Celle  à  qui  tu  disais  :  Je  t'aime  ! 
—Et  toi  ?— Je  suis  ton  âme  même. — 
Oh  !  cachez-moi,  profondes  nuits  ! 

Nor  could  any  other  hand  have  achieved  the  pathetic 
perfection  of  the  verses  in  which  just  thirty  years  since, 
twelve  years  to  a  day  after  the  loss  of  his  daughter,  and  fif- 
teen years  to  a  day  before  the  return  of  liberty  which  made 
possible  the  return  of  Victor  Hugo  to  France,  his  claims 
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to  the  rest  into  which  he  now  has  entered,  and  his  reasons 
for  desiring  the  attainment  of  that  rest,  found  utterance 
unexcelled  for  divine  and  deep  simplicity  by  any  utterance  of 
man  on  earth. 

EN  FRAPPANT  A    UNE  PORTE. 

J'ai  perdu  mon  père  et  ma  mère, 
Mon  premier-né,  bien  jeune,  hélas  ! 
Et  pour  moi  la  nature  entière 
Sonne  le  glas. 

Je  dormais  entre  mes  deux  frères  ; 
Enfants,  nous  étions  trois  oiseaux  ; 
Hélas  !  le  sort  change  en  deux  bières 
Leurs  deux  berceaux. 

Je  t'ai  perdue,  ô  fille  chère, 
Toi  qui  remplis,  ô  mon  orgueil, 
Tout  mon  destin  de  la  lumière 
De  ton  cercueil  ! 

J'ai  su  monter,  j'ai  su  descendre. 
J'ai  vu  l'aube  et  l'ombre  en  mes  cieux. 
J'ai  connu  la  pourpre,  et  la  cendre 
Qui  me  va  mieux. 

J'ai  connu  les  ardeurs  profondes, 
J'ai  connu  les  sombres  amours  ; 
J'ai  vu  fuir  les  ailes,  les  ondes, 
Les  vents,  les  jours. 

J'ai  sur  ma  tête  des  orfraies  ; 
J'ai  sur  tous  mes  travaux  l'affront, 
Au  pied  la  poudre,  au  cœur  des  plaies, 
L'épine  au  front. 
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J'ai  des  pleurs  à  mon  œil  qui  pense, 
Des  trous  à  ma  robe  en  lambeau  ; 
Je  n'ai  rien  à  la  conscience  ; 
Ouvre,  tombeau. 

Last  comes  the  magnificent  and  rapturous  hymn  of  uni- 
versal redemption  from  suffering  as  from  sin,  the  prophetic 
vision  of  evil  absorbed  by  good,  and  the  very  worst  of  spirits 
transfigured  into  the  likeness  of  the  very  best,  in  which  the 
daring  and  indomitable  faith  of  the  seer  finds  dauntless  and 
supreme  expression  in  choral  harmonies  of  unlimited  and 
illimitable  hope.  The  epilogue  which  dedicates  the  book 
to  the  daughter  whose  grave  was  now  forbidden  ground  to 
her  father — so  long  wont  to  keep  there  the  autumnal  anni- 
versary of  his  mourning — is  the  very  crown  and  flower  of 
the  immortal  work  which  it  inscribes,  if  we  may  say  so, 
rather  to  the  presence  than  to  the  memory  of  the  dead. 

Not  till  the  thirtieth  year  from  the  publication  of  these 
two  volumes  was  the  inexhaustible  labour  of  the  spirit  which 
inspired  them  to  cease  for  a  moment — and  then,  among  us 
at  least,  for  ever.  Three  years  afterwards  appeared  the  first 
series  of  the  Légende  des  Siècles,  to  be  followed  nineteen 
years  later  by  the  second,  and  by  the  final  complementary 
volume  six  years  after  that  :  so  that  between  the  inception 
and  the  conclusion  of  the  greatest  single  work  accomplished 
in  the  course  of  our  century  a  quarter  of  that  century  had 
elapsed — with  stranger  and  more  tragic  evolution  of  events 
than  any  poet  or  any  seer  could  have  foretold  or  foreseen  as 
possible.  Three  years  again  from  this  memorable  date 
appeared  the  great  epic  and  tragic  poem  of  contemporary 
life  and  of  eternal  humanity  which  gave  us  all  the  slowly 
ripened  fruit  of  the  studies  and  emotions,  the  passions  and 
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the  thoughts,  the  aspiration  and  the  experience,  brought 
finally  to  their  full  and  perfect  end  in  Les  Misérables.  As 
the  key-note  of  Notre-Dame  de  Paris  was  doom — the  human 
doom  of  suffering  to  be  nobly  or  ignobly  endured — so  the 
key-note  of  its  author's  next  romance  was  redemption  by 
acceptance  of  suffering  and  discharge  of  duty  in  absolute  and 
entire  obedience  to  the  utmost  exaction  of  conscience  when 
it  calls  for  atonement,  of  love  when  it  calls  for  sacrifice  of 
all  that  makes  life  more  endurable  than  death.  It  is  obvious 
that  no  account  can  here  be  given  of  a  book  which  if  it  re- 
quired a  sentence  would  require  a  volume  to  express  the 
character  of  its  quality  or  the  variety  of  its  excellence — the 
one  unique,  the  latter  infinite  as  the  unique  and  infinite  spirit 
whose  intelligence  and  whose  goodness  gave  it  life. 

Two  years  after  Les  Misérables  appeared  the  magnificent 
book  of  meditations  on  the  mission  of  art  in  the  world,  on 
the  duty  of  human  thought  towards  humanity,  inscribed  by 
Victor  Hugo  with  the  name  of  William  Shakespeare.  To 
allow  that  it  throws  more  light  on  the  greatest  genius  of  our 
own  century  than  on  the  greatest  genius  of  the  age  of  Shake- 
speare is  not  to  admit  that  it  is  not  rich  in  valuable  and 
noble  contemplations  or  suggestions  on  the  immediate 
subject  of  Shakespeare's  work  ;  witness  the  admirably 
thoughtful  and  earnest  remarks  on  Macbeth,  the  admirably 
passionate  and  pathetic  reflections  on  Lear.  The  splendid 
eloquence  and  the  heroic  enthusiasm  of  Victor  Hugo  never 
found  more  noble  and  sustained  expression  than  in  this 
volume — the  spontaneous  and  inevitable  expansion  of  a  pro- 
jected preface  to  his  son's  incomparable  translation  of  Shake- 
speare. The  preface  actually  prefixed  to  it  is  admirable  for 
concision,  for   insight,  and  for  grave  historic  humour.     It 


74  A   STUDY  OF   VICTOR  HUGO 

appeared  a  year  after  the  book  which  (so  to  speak)  had 
grown  out  of  it  ;  and  in  the  same  year  appeared  the  Chan- 
sons des  Rues  et  des  Bois.  The  miraculous  dexterity  of  touch, 
the  dazzling  mastery  of  metre,  the  infinite  fertility  in  varia- 
tions on  the  same  air  of  frolic  and  thoughtful  fancy,  would  not 
apparently  allow  the  judges  of  the  moment  to  perceive  or  to 
appreciate  the  higher  and  deeper  qualities  displayed  in  this 
volume  of  lyric  idyls.  The  prologue  is  a  superb  example  of 
the  power  peculiar  to  its  author  above  all  other  poets  ;  the 
power  of  seizing  on  some  old  symbol  or  image  which  may 
have  been  in  poetic  use  ever  since  verse  dawned  upon  the 
brain  of  man,  and  informing  it  again  as  with  life,  and  trans- 
forming it  anew  as  by  fire.  Among  innumerable  exercises 
and  excursions  of  dainty  but  indefatigable  fancy  there  are 
one  or  two  touches  of  a  somewhat  deeper  note  than  usual 
which  would  hardly  be  misplaced  in  the  gravest  and  most 
ambitious  works  of  imaginative  genius.  The  twelve  lines  (of 
four  syllables  each)  addressed  A  la  belle  impérieuse  are  such, 
for  example,  as  none  but  a  great  poet  of  passion,  a  master 
of  imaginative  style,  could  by  any  stroke  of  chance  or  at  any 
cost  of  toil  have  written. 

L'amour,  panique 
De  la  raison, 
Se  communique 
Par  le  frisson. 

Laissez-moi  dire, 
N'accordez  rien. 
Si  je  soupire, 
Chantez,  c'est  bien. 

Si  je  demeure, 
Triste,  à  vos  pieds, 
Et  si  je  pleure, 
C'est  bien,  riez. 
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Un  homme  semble 
Souvent  trompeur. 
Mais  si  je  tremble, 
Belle,  ayez  peur. 

The  sound  of  the  songs  of  a  whole  woodland  seems  to 
ring  like  audible  spring  sunshine  through  the  adorable  song 
of  love  and  youth  rejoicing  among  the  ruins  of  an  abbey. 

Seuls  tous  deux,  ravis,  chantants  ! 

Comme  on  s'aime  ! 
Comme  on  cueille  le  printemps 

Que  Dieu  sème  ! 

Quels  rires  étincelants 

Dans  ces  ombres 
Pleines  jadis  de  fronts  blancs, 

De  cœurs  sombres  ! 

On  est  tout  frais  mariés. 

On  s'envoie 
Les  charmants  cris  variés 

De  la  joie. 

Purs  ébats  mêlés  au  vent 

Qui  frissonne  ! 
Gaîtés  que  le  noir  couvent 

Assaisonne  ! 

On  effeuille  des  jasmins 

Sur  la  pierre 
Où  l'abbesse  joint  ses  mains 

En  prière. 

Les  tombeaux,  de  croix  marqués, 

Font  partie 
De  ces  jeux,  un  peu  piqués 

Par  l'ortie. 
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On  se  cherche,  on  se  poursuit, 

On  sent  croître 
Ton  aube,  amour,  dans  la  nuit 

Du  vieux  cloître. 

On  s'en  va  se  becquetant, 

On  s'adore, 
On  s'embrasse  à  chaque  instant, 

Puis  encore, 

Sous  les  piliers,  les  arceaux, 

Et  les  marbres. 
C'est  l'histoire  des  oiseaux 

Dans  les  arbres. 

The  inexhaustible  exuberance  of  fancies  lavished  on  the 
study  of  the  natural  church,  built  by  the  hawthorn  and  the 
nettle  in  the  depth  of  the  living  wood,  with  foliage  and  wind 
and  flowers,  leaves  the  reader  not  unfit  for  such  reading 
actually  dazzled  with  delight.  In  a  far  different  key,  the 
Souvenir  des  vieilles  guerres  is  one  of  Hugo's  most  pathetic 
and  characteristic  studies  of  homely  and  heroic  life.  The 
dialogue  which  follows,  between  the  irony  of  scepticism  and 
the  enthusiasm  of  reason,  on  the  progressive  ascension  of 
mankind,  is  at  once  sublime  and  subdued  in  the  fervent 
tranquillity  of  its  final  tone  :  and  the  next  poem,  on  the  so- 
called  '  great  age  '  and  its  dwarf  of  a  Caesar  with  the  sun  for 
a  periwig,  has  in  it  a  whole  volume  of  history  and  of  satire 
condensed  into  nine  stanzas  of  four  lines  of  five  syllables 
apiece. 

LE    GRAND  SIÈCLE. 

Ce  siècle  a  la  forme 
D'un  monstrueux  char. 
Sa  croissance  énorme 
Sous  un  nain  césar, 
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Son  air  de  prodige, 
Sa  gloire  qui  ment, 
Mêlent  le  vertige 
A  l'écrasement. 

Louvois  pour  ministre, 
Scarron  pour  griffon, 
C'est  un  chant  sinistre 
Sur  un  air  bouffon. 

Sur  sa  double  roue 
Le  grand  char  descend  ; 
L'une  est  dans  la  boue, 
L'autre  est  dans  le  sang. 

La  mort  au  carrosse 
Attelle— où  va-t-il  ?— 
Lavrillière  atroce, 
Roquelaure  vil. 

Comme  un  geai  dans  l'arbre, 
Le  roi  s'y  tient  fier  ; 
Son  cœur  est  de  marbre, 
Son  ventre  est  de  chair. 

On  a  pour  sa  nuque 
Et  son  front  vermeil 
Fait  une  perruque 
Avec  le  soleil. 

Il  règne  et  végète, 
Effrayant  zéro 
Sur  qui  se  projette 
L'ombre  du  bourreau. 

Ce  trône  est  la  tombe  ; 
Et  sur  le  pavé 
Quelque  chose  en  tombe 
Qu'on  n'a  point  lavé. 
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The  exquisite  poem  on  the  closure  of  the  church  already 
described  for  the  winter  is  as  radiant  with  humour  as  with 
tenderness  :  and  the  epilogue  responds  in  cadences  of  august 
antiphony  to  the  moral  and  imaginative  passion  which  im- 
bues with  life  and  fire  the  magnificent  music  of  the  pro- 
logue. 

In  the  course  of  the  next  four  years  Victor  Hugo  pub- 
lished the  last  two  great  works  which  were  to  be  dated  from 
the  haven  of  his  exile.  It  would  be  the  very  ineptitude  of 
impertinence  for  any  man's  presumption  to  undertake  the 
classification  or  registry  of  his  five  great  romances  in  posi- 
tive order  of  actual  merit  :  but  I  may  perhaps  be  permitted 
to  say  without  fear  of  deserved  rebuke  that  none  is  to  me 
personally  a  treasure  of  greater  price  than  Les  Travailleurs 
de  la  Mer.  The  splendid  energy  of  the  book  makes  the 
superhuman  energy  of  the  hero  seem  not  only  possible  but 
natural,  and  his  triumph  over  all  physical  impossibilities  not 
only  natural  but  inevitable.  Indeed,  when  glancing  at  the 
animadversions  of  a  certain  sort  of  critics  on  certain  points 
or  passages  in  this  and  in  the  next  romance  of  its  author,  I 
am  perpetually  inclined  to  address  them  in  the  spirit — were 
it  worth  while  to  address  them  in  any  wise  at  all — after  the 
fashion  if  not  after  the  very  phrase  of  Mirabeau's  reply  to  a 
less  impertinent  objector.  Victor  Hugo's  acquaintance  with 
navigation  or  other  sciences  may  or  may  not  have  been  as 
imperfect  as  Shakespeare's  acquaintance  with  geography  and 
natural  history  ;  the  knowledge  of  such  a  man's  ignorance 
or  inaccuracy  in  detail  is  in  either  case  of  exactly  equal  im- 
portance :  and  the  importance  of  such  knowledge  is  for  all 
men  of  sense  and  candour  exactly  equivalent  to  zero. 

Between  the  tragedy  of  Gilliatt  and  the  tragedy  of  Gwyn- 


À    THÉOPHILE   GAUTIER 


79 


plaine  Victor  Hugo  published  nothing  but  the  glorious 
little  poem  on  the  slaughter  of  Mentana,  called  La  Voix  de 
Guernesey,  and  (in  the  same  year)  the  eloquent  and  ardent 
effusion  of  splendid  and  pensive  enthusiasm  prefixed  to  the 
manual  or  guide-book  which  appeared  on  the  occasion  of 
the  international  exhibition  at  Paris  three  years  before  the 
collapse  of  the  government  which  then  kept  out  of  France 
the  Frenchmen  most  regardful  of  her  honour  and  their  own. 
In  the  year  preceding  that  collapse  he  published  L'Homme 
qui  Rit  ;  a  book  which  those  who  read  it  aright  have  always 
ranked  and  will  always  rank  among  his  masterpieces.  A 
year  and  eight  months  after  the  fall  of  the  putative  Bona- 
parte he  published  the  terrible  register  of  L'Année  Terrible. 
More  sublime  wisdom,  more  compassionate  equity,  more 
loyal  self-devotion,  never  found  expression  in  verse  of  more 
varied  and  impassioned  and  pathetic  magnificence.  The 
memorial  poem  in  which  Victor  Hugo  so  royally  repaid, 
with  praise  beyond  all  price  couched  in  verse  beyond  all 
praise,  the  loyal  and  constant  devotion  of  Théophile  Gautier, 
bears  the  date  of  All  Souls'  Day  in  the  autumn  of  1872. 
For  tenderness  and  nobility  of  mingling  aspiration  and  re- 
collection, recollection  of  combatant  and  triumphant  youth, 
aspiration  towards  the  serene  and  sovereign  ascension  out 
of  age  through  death,  these  majestic  lines  are  worthy  not 
merely  of  eternal  record,  but  far  more  than  that — of  a  dis- 
tinct and  a  distinguished  place  among  the  poems  of  Victor 
Hugo.  They  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  édition  ne  varietur  : 
which,  I  must  needs  repeat,  will  have  to  be  altered  or 
modified  by  more  variations  than  one  before  it  can  be  ac- 
cepted as  a  sufficient  or  standard  edition  of  the  complete 
and  final  text.     In  witness  of  this  I  cite  the  closing  lines  of 
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a  poem  now  buried  in  '  the  tomb  of  Théophile  Gautier  ' — 
a  beautiful  volume  which  has  long  been  out  of  print. 

Ami,  je  sens  du  sort  la  sombre  plénitude  ; 

J'ai  commencé  la  mort  par  de  la  solitude, 

Je  vois  mon  profond  soir  vaguement  s'étoiler. 

Voici  l'heure  où  je  vais,  aussi  moi,  m'en  aller. 

Mon  fil  trop  long  frissonne  et  touche  presque  au  glaive  ; 

Le  vent  qui  t'emporta  doucement  me  soulève, 

Et  je  vais  suivre  ceux  qui  m'aimaient,  moi  banni. 

Leur  œil  fixe  m'attire  au  fond  de  l'infini. 

J'y  cours.     Ne  fermez  pas  la  porte  funéraire. 

Passons,  car  c'est  la  loi  ;  nul  ne  peut  s'y  soustraire  ; 
Tout  penche  ;  et  ce  grand  siècle  avec  tous  ses  rayons 
Entre  en  cette  ombre  immense  où,  pâles,  nous  fuyons. 
Oh  !  quel  farouche  bruit  font  dans  le  crépuscule 
Les  chênes  qu'on  abat  pour  le  bûcher  d'Hercule  ! 
Les  chevaux  de  la  Mort  se  mettent  à  hennir, 
Et  sont  joyeux,  car  l'âge  éclatant  va  finir  ; 
Ce  siècle  altier  qui  sut  dompter  le  vent  contraire 
Expire  .  .  . — O  Gautier,  toi,  leur  égal  et  leur  frère, 
Tu  pars  après  Dumas,  Lamartine  et  Musset. 
L'onde  antique  est  tarie  où  l'on  rajeunissait  ; 
Comme  il  n'est  plus  de  Styx  il  n'est  plus  de  Jouvence. 
Le  dur  faucheur  avec  sa  large  lame  avance 
Pensif  et  pas  à  pas  vers  le  reste  du  blé  ; 
C'est  mon  tour  ;   et  la  nuit  emplit  mon  œil  troublé 
Oui,  devinant,  hélas,  l'avenir  des  colombes, 
Pleure  sur  des  berceaux  et  sourit  à  des  tombes. 

Two  years  after  the  year  of  terror,  the  poet  who  had  made 
its  memory  immortal  by  his  record  of  its  changes  and  its 
chances  gave  to  the  world  his  heroic  and  epic  romance  of 
Quatrevingt-treize  ;  instinct  with  all  the  passion  of  a  deeper 
and  wider  chivalry  than  that  of  old,  and  touched  with  a 
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more  than  Homeric  tenderness  for  motherhood  and  child- 
hood. This  book  was  written  in  the  space  of  five  months 
and  twenty-seven  days.  The  next  year  witnessed  only  the 
collection  of  the  second  series  of  his  Actes  et  Paroles  (Pen- 
dant P  Exil),  and  the  publication  of  two  brief  and  memorable 
pamphlets  :  the  one  a  simple  and  pathetic  record  of  the  two 
beloved  sons  taken  from  him  in  such  rapid  succession,  the 
other  a  terse  and  earnest  plea  with  the  judges  who  had 
spared  the  life  of  a  marshal  condemned  on  a  charge  of 
high  treason  to  spare  likewise  the  life  of  a  private  soldier 
condemned  for  a  transgression  of  military  discipline.  Most 
readers  will  be  glad  to  remember  that  on  this  occasion  at 
least  the  voice  of  the  intercessor  was  not  uplifted  in  vain. 
A  year  afterwards  he  published  the  third  series  of  Actes  et 
Paroles  (Depuis  l'Exil),  with  a  prefatory  essay  full  of  noble 
wisdom,  of  pungent  and  ardent  scorn,  of  thoughtful  and 
composed  enthusiasm,  on  the  eternal  contrast  and  the  ever- 
lasting battle  between  the  spirit  of  clerical  Rome  and  the 
spirit  of  republican  Paris. 

'  Moi  qu'un  petit  enfant  rend  tout  à  fait  stupide,'  I  do 
not  purpose  to  undertake  a  review  of  EArt  d'être  Grand- 
père.  It  must  suffice  here  to  register  the  fact  that  the  most 
absolutely  and  adorably  beautiful  book  ever  written  ap- 
peared a  year  after  the  volume  just  mentioned,  and  some 
months  after  the  second  series  of  the  Légende  des  Siècles  ; 
that  there  is  not  a  page  in  it  which  is  not  above  all  possible 
eulogy  or  thanksgiving  ;  that  nothing  was  ever  conceived 
more  perfect  than  such  poems — to  take  but  a  small  handful 
for  samples — as  Un  manque,  La  sieste,  Choses  du  soir,  Ce  que 
dit  le  public  (at  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  or  at  the  Zoological 
Gardens  ;   ages  of  public  ranging  from  five,  which  is  com- 
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paratively  young,  to  seven,  which  is  positively  old),  Chant  sur 
Je  berceau,  the  song  for  a  round  dance  of  children,  Le  pot  cassé, 
La  mise  en  liberté,  Jeanne  endormie,  the  delicious  Chanson 
de  grand-père,  the  glorious  Chanson  d'ancêtre,  or  the  third  of 
the  divine  and  triune  poems  on  the  sleep  of  a  little  child  ; 
that  after  reading  these — to  say  nothing  of  the  rest — it  seems 
natural  to  feel  as  though  no  other  poet  had  ever  known  so 
fully  or  enjoyed  so  wisely  or  spoken  so  sweetly  and  so  well 
the  most  precious  of  truths,  the  loveliest  of  loves,  the 
sweetest  and  the  best  of  doctrines. 

The  first  of  all  to  see  the  light  appeared  in  a  magazine 
which  has  long  ago  collapsed  under  the  influence  of  far 
other  writers  than  the  greatest  of  the  century.  Every  word 
of  the  thirty-eight  lines  which  compose  La  Sieste  de  Jeanne 
— if  any  speech  or  memory  of  man  endure  so  long — will  be 
treasured  as  tenderly  by  generations  as  remote  from  the 
writer's  as  now  treasure  up  with  thankful  wonder  and  rever- 
ence every  golden  fragment  and  jewelled  spar  from  the 
wreck  of  Simonides  or  of  Sappho.  It  has  all  the  subtle 
tenderness  which  invests  the  immortal  song  of  Danaë  ;  and 
the  union  of  perfect  grace  with  living  passion,  as  it  were 
the  suffusion  of  human  flesh  and  blood  with  heavenly  breath 
and  fire,  brings  back  once  again  upon  our  thoughts  the  name 
which  is  above  every  name  in  lyric  song.  There  is  not  one 
line  which  could  have  been  written  and  set  where  it  stands 
by  the  hand  of  any  lesser  than  the  greatest  among  poets. 
For  once  even  the  high  priest  and  even  the  high  priestess 
of  baby-worship  who  have  made  their  names  immortal 
among  our  own  by  this  especial  and  most  gracious  attribute 
— even  William  Blake  and  Christina  Rossetti  for  once  are 
distanced  in  the  race  of  song,  on  their  own  sweet  ground, 
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across  their  own  peculiar  field  of  Paradise.  Not  even  in  the 
pastures  that  heard  his  pipe  keep  time  to  the  'Songs  of 
Innocence,'  or  on  the  '  wet  bird-haunted  English  lawn  '  set 
ringing  as  from  nursery  windows  at  summer  sunrise  to  the 
faultless  joyous  music  and  pealing  birdlike  laughter  of  her 
divine  '  Sing-Song,'  has  there  sounded  quite  such  a  note  as 
this  from  the  heaven  of  heavens  in  which  little  babies  are 
adored  by  great  poets,  the  frailest  by  the  most  potent  of 
divine  and  human  kind.  And  above  the  wrork  in  this 
lovely  line  of  all  poets  in  all  time  but  one,  there  sits 
and  smiles  eternally  the  adorable  baby  who  helps  us 
for  ever  to  forget  all  passing  perversities  of  Christianised 
socialism  or  bastard  Caesarism  which  disfigure  and  diminish 
the  pure  proportions  and  the  noble  charm  of  Aurora 
Leigh.  Even  the  most  memorable  children  born  to  art 
in  Florence,  begotten  upon  stone  or  canvas  by  Andrea 
del  Sarto  or  by  Luca  della  Robbia's  very  self,  must  yield 
to  that  one  the  crown  of  sinless  empire  and  the  palm  of 
powerless  godhead  which  attest  the  natural  mystery  of 
their  omnipotence  ;  and  which  haply  may  help  to  explain 
why  no  accumulated  abominations  of  cruelty  and  absurdity 
which  inlay  the  record  of  its  history  and  incrust  the  fabric 
of  its  creed  can  utterly  corrode  the  natal  beauty  or  corrupt 
the  primal  charm  of  a  faith  which  centres  at  its  opening 
round  the  worship  of  a  new-born  child. 

The  most  accurate  and  affectionate  description  that  I 
ever  saw  or  heard  given  of  a  baby's  incomparable  smile, 
when  graciously  pleased  to  permit  with  courtesy  and  accept 
with  kindness  the  votive  touch  of  a  reverential  finger  on  its 
august  little  cheek,  was  given  long  since  in  the  text  accom- 
panying a   rich   and  joyous   design   of  childish   revel   by 
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Richard  Doyle.  A  baby  in  arms  is  there  contemplating  the 
riotous  delights  of  its  elders,  fallen  indeed  from  the  sove- 
reign state  of  infancy,  but  not  yet  degenerate  into  the  lower 
life  of  adults,  with  that  bland  and  tacit  air  of  a  large-minded 
and  godlike  tolerance  which  the  devout  observer  will  not 
fail  to  have  remarked  in  the  aspect  of  babies  when  unvexed 
and  unincensed  by  any  cross  accident  or  any  human  short- 
coming on  the  part  of  their  attendant  ministers.  Possibly  a 
hand  which  could  paint  that  inexpressible  smile  might  not 
fail  also  of  the  ability  to  render  in  mere  words  some  sense 
of  the  ineffable  quality  which  rests  upon  every  line  and 
syllable  of  this  most  divine  poem.  There  are  lines  in  it — 
but  after  all  this  is  but  an  indirect  way  of  saying  that  it  is 
a  poem  by  Victor  Hugo — which  may  be  taken  as  tests  of 
the  uttermost  beauty,  the  extreme  perfection,  the  supreme 
capacity  and  charm,  to  which  the  language  of  men  can 
attain.  It  might  seem  as  if  the  Fates  could  not  allow 
two  men  capable  of  such  work  to  live  together  in  one 
time  of  the  world  ;  and  that  Shelley  therefore  had  to  die 
in  his  thirtieth  year  as  soon  as  Hugo  had  attained  his 
twentieth. 

Elle  fait  au  milieu  du  jour  son  petit  somme  ; 

Car  l'enfant  a  besoin  du  rêve  plus  que  l'homme, 

Cette  terre  est  si  laide  alors  qu'on  vient  du  ciel  ! 

L'enfant  cherche  à  revoir  Chérubin,  Ariel, 

Ses  camarades,  Puck,  Titania,  les  fées, 

Et  ses  mains  quand  il  dort  sont  par  Dieu  réchauffées. 

Oh  !  comme  nous  serions  surpris  si  nous  voyions, 

Au  fond  de  ce  sommeil  sacré,  plein  de  rayons, 

Ces  paradis  ouverts  dans  l'ombre,  et  ces  passages 

D'étoiles  qui  font  signe  aux  enfants  d'être  sages, 

Ces  apparitions,  ces  éblouissements  ! 

Donc,  à  l'heure  où  les  feux  du  soleil  sont  calmants, 
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Quand  toute  la  nature  écoute  et  se  recueille, 

Vers  midi,  quand  les  nids  se  taisent,  quand  la  feuille 

La  plus  tremblante  oublie  un  instant  de  frémir, 

Jeanne  a  cette  habitude  aimable  de  dormir; 

Et  la  mère  un  moment  respire  et  se  repose, 

Car  on  se  lasse,  même  à  servir  une  rose. 

Ses  beaux  petits  pieds  nus  dont  le  pas  est  peu  sûr 

Dorment  ;  et  son  berceau,  qu'entoure  un  vague  azur 

Ainsi  qu'une  auréole  entoure  une  immortelle, 

Semble  un  nuage  fait  avec  de  la  dentelle  ; 

On  croit,  en  la  voyant  dans  ce  frais  berceau -là, 

Voir  une  lueur  rose  au  fond  d'un  falbala  ; 

On  la  contemple,  on  rit,  on  sent  fuir  la  tristesse, 

Et  c'est  un  astre,  ayant  de  plus  la  petitesse  ; 

L'ombre,  amoureuse  d'elle,  a  l'air  de  l'adorer  ; 

Le  vent  retient  son  souffle  et  n'ose  respirer. 

Soudain,  dans  l'humble  et  chaste  alcôve  maternelle, 

Versant  tout  le  matin  qu'elle  a  dans  sa  prunelle, 

Elle  ouvre  la  paupière,  étend  un  bras  charmant, 

Agite  un  pied,  puis  l'autre,  et,  si  divinement 

Que  des  fronts  dans  l'azur  se  penchent  pour  l'entendre, 

Elle  gazouille  .  .  . — Alors,  de  sa  voix  la  plus  tendre, 

Couvant  des  yeux  l'enfant  que  Dieu  fait  rayonner, 

Cherchant  le  plus  doux  nom  qu'elle  puisse  donner 

A  sa  joie,  à  son  ange  en  fleur,  à  sa  chimère  : 

— Te  voilà  réveillée,  horreur  !  lui  dit  sa  mère. 

If  the  last  word  on  so  divine  a  subject  could  ever  be 
said,  it  surely  might  well  be  none  other  than  this.  But 
with  workmen  of  the  very  highest  order  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  a  final  touch,  a  point  at  which  they  like  others  are 
compelled  to  draw  bridle,  a  summit  on  which  even  their 
genius  also  may  abide  but  while  a  man  takes  breath,  and 
halt  without  a  hope  or  aspiration  to  pass  beyond  it. 

Far  different  in  the  promise  or  the  menace  of  its  theme, 
the  poet's  next  work,  issued  in  the  following  year,  was  one 
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in  spirit  with  the  inner  spirit  of  this  book.  In  sublime 
simplicity  of  conception  and  in  sovereign  accomplishment 
of  its  design,  Le  Pape  is  excelled  by  no  poem  of  Hugo's  or 
of  man's.  In  the  glory  of  pure  pathos  it  is  perhaps  ex- 
celled, as  in  the  divine  long-suffering  of  all-merciful  wisdom 
it  can  be  but  equalled,  by  the  supreme  utterance  of  La  Pitié 
Supreme.  In  splendour  of  changeful  music  and  imperial 
magnificence  of  illustration  the  two  stand  unsurpassed  for 
ever,  side  by  side.  A  third  poem,  attacking  at  once  the 
misbelief  or  rather  the  infidelity  which  studies  and  rehearses 
'  the  grammar  of  assent  '  to  creeds  and  articles  of  religion, 
and  the  blank  disbelief  or  denial  which  rejects  all  ideals  and 
all  ideas  of  spiritual  life,  is  not  so  rich  even  in  satire  as  in 
reason,  so  earnest  even  in  rejection  of  false  doctrine  as  in 
assertion  of  free  belief.  Upon  this  book  no  one  can  hope  to 
write  anything  so  nearly  adequate  and  so  thoroughly  worth 
reading  as  is  the  tribute  paid  to  it  by  Théodore  de  Banville 
— the  Simonides  Melicertes  of  France. 

'  In  the  midst  of  our  confused  life,  turbulent  and  flat,  bustling 
and  indiffèrent,  where  books  and  plays,  dreams  and  poems» 
driven  down  a  wind  of  oblivion,  are  like  the  leaves  which  No- 
vember sweeps  away,  and  fly  past,  without  giving  us  time  to  tell 
one  from  another,  in  a  vague  whirl  and  rush,  at  times  there 
appears  a  new  book  by  Victor  Hugo,  and  everything  lights  up, 
resounds,  murmurs,  and  sings  at  once. 

'  The  shining,  sounding,  fascinating  verse,  with  its  thousand 
surprises  of  tone,  of  colour,  of  harmony,  breaks  forth  like  a 
rich  concert,  and  ever  newly  stirred,  dazzled  and  astonished,  as 
if  we  were  hearing  verses  for  the  first  time,  we  remain  stupefied 
with  wonder  before  the  persistent  prodigy  of  the  great  seer,  the 
great  thinker,  the  unheard-of  artist,  self-transfigured  without 
ceasing,  always  new  and  always  like  himself.  It  would  be  im- 
pertinent to  say  of  him  that  he  makes  progress  ;  and  yet  I  find 
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no  other  word  to  express  the  fact  that  every  hour,  every  minute 
he  adds  something  new,  something  yet  more  exact  and  yet  more 
caressing,  to  that  swing  of  syllables,  that  melodious  play  of 
rhyme  renascent  of  itself,  which  is  the  grace  and  the  invincible 
power  of  French  poetry,' — 

if  English  ears  could  but  learn  or  would  but  hear  it  ;  whereas 
usually  they  have  never  been  taught  even  the  rudiments  of 
French  prosody,  and  receive  the  most  perfect  cadences  of 
the  most  glorious  or  the  most  exquisite  French  poetry  as  a 
schoolboy's  who  has  not  yet  learnt  scansion  might  receive 
the  melodies  of  Catullus  or  of  Virgil. 

'  Let  me  be  forgiven  a  seeming  blasphemy  ;  but  since  the 
time  of  periphrasis  is  over  the  real  truth  of  things  must  be  said 
of  them.  Well,  then,  the  great  peril  of  poetry  is  the  risk  it  runs 
of  becoming  a  weariness  :  for  it  may  be  almost  sublime  and  yet 
perfectly  wearisome  :  but,  on  the  contrary,  with  all  its  bewilder- 
ing flight,  its  vast  circumference,  and  the  rage  of  a  genius 
intoxicated  with  things  immeasurable,  the  poetry  of  Victor 
Hugo  is  of  itself  amusing  into  the  bargain — amusing  as  a  fairy 
tale,  as  a  many-coloured  festival,  as  a  lawless  and  charming 
comedy  ;  for  in  it  words  play  unexpected  parts,  take  on  them- 
selves a  special  and  intense  life,  put  on  strange  or  graceful 
faces,  clash  one  against  another  either  cymbals  of  gold  or  urns 
of  crystal,  exchange  flashes  of  living  light  and  dawn. 

'  And  let  no  one  suspect  in  my  choice  of  an  epithet  any  idea 
of  diminution  ;  a  garden-box  on  the  window-sill  may  be  tho- 
roughly wearisome,  and  an  immense  forest  may  be  amusing,  with 
its  shades  wherein  the  nightingale  sings,  its  giant  trees  with  the 
blue  sky  showing  through  them,  its  mossy  shelters  where  the 
silver  brooklet  hums  its  tune  through  the  moistened  greenery. 
Ay, — this  is  one  of  its  qualities, — the  poetry  of  Hugo  can  be 
read,  can  be  devoured  as  one  devours  a  new  novel,  because  it  is 
varied,  surprising,  full  of  the  unforeseen,  clear  of  commonplaces, 
like  nature  itself  ;  and  of  such  a  limpid  clearness  as  to  be  within 
the     reach    of  every  creature  who   can    read,   even   when    it 
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soars  to  the  highest  summits  of  philosophy  and  idealism.  In 
fact,  to  be  obscure,  confused,  unintelligible,  is  not  a  rare  quality 
nor  one  difficult  to  acquire  ;  and  the  first  fool  you  may  fall  in 
with  can  easily  attain  to  it.  In  this  magnificent  poem  which 
has  just  appeared — as,  for  that  matter,  in  all  his  other  poems — 
what  Victor  Hugo  does  is  just  to  dispel  and  scatter  to  the  winds 
of  heaven  those  lessons,  those  fogs,  those  rubbish-heaps,  those 
clouds  of  dark  bewildered  words  with  which  the  sham  wise  men 
of  all  ages  have  overlaid  the  plain  evidence  of  truth.' 

'The  words  of  Mercury  are  harsh  after  the  songs  of 
Apollo  '  ;  and  I,  who  cannot  pretend  even  to  the  gift  of 
eloquence  proper  to  the  son  of  Maia,  will  not  presume  to 
add  a  word  of  less  valuable  homage  to  the  choicer  tribute  of 
Banville.  The  three  poems  last  mentioned  were  respectively 
published  in  three  successive  years  :  and  in  the  same  year 
with  Religions  et  Religion  Victor  Hugo  published  a  fourth 
volume,  L'Ane,  in  which  the  questions  of  human  learning 
and  of  human  training  were  handled  with  pathetic  ardour 
and  sympathetic  irony.  It  would  be  superfluous  if  not 
insolent  to  add  that  the  might  of  hand,  the  magic  of  utter- 
ance, the  sovereign  charm  of  sound  and  the  superb  ex- 
pression of  sense,  are  equal  and  incomparable  in  all. 

And  next  year  Victor  Hugo  gave  us  Les  Quatre  Vents  de 
V Esprit.  In  the  first  division,  the  book  of  satire,  every  page 
bears  witness  that  the  hand  which  wrote  the  Châtiments  had 
neither  lost  its  strength  nor  forgotten  its  cunning  ;  it  is 
full  of  keen  sense,  of  wise  wrath,  of  brilliant  reason  and 
of  merciful  equity.  The  double  drama  which  follows  is  one 
of  the  deepest  and  sweetest  and  richest  in  various  effect 
among  the  masterpieces  of  its  author.  In  Margarita  we 
breathe  again  the  same  fresh  air  of  heroic  mountain-ranges 
and  woodlands  inviolable,  of  winds  and  flowers  and  all  fair 
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things  and  thoughts,  which  blows  through  all  the  brighter 
and  more  gracious  interludes  of  the  Légende  des  Siècles  :  the 
figures  of  Gallus,  the  libertine  by  philosophy,  and  Gunich, 
the  philosopher  of  profligacy, — the  former  a  true  man  and 
true  lover  at  heart,  the  latter  a  cynic  and  a  courtier  to  the 
core — are  as  fresh  in  their  novelty  as  the  figures  of  noble 
old  age  and  noble  young  love  are  fresh  in  their  renewal  and 
reimpression  of  types  familiar  to  all  hearts  since  the  sunrise 
of  Hernani.  The  tragedy  which  follows  this  little  romantic 
comedy  is  but  the  more  penetrative  and  piercing  in  its  pathos 
and  its  terror  for  its  bitter  and  burning  vein  of  realism  and 
of  humour.  The  lyric  book  is  a  casket  of  jewels  rich  enough 
to  outweigh  the  whole  wealth  of  many  a  poet.  After  the 
smiling  song  of  old  times,  the  stately  song  of  to-day  with  its 
other  stars  and  its  other  roses,  in  sight  of  the  shadow  where 
grows  the  deathless  flower  of  death,  pale  and  haggard,  with 
its  shadowy  perfume  :  the  song  of  all  sweet  waking  dreams 
and  visions,  and  sweetest  among  them  all  the  vision  of  a 
tyrant  loyally  slain  :  the  song  on  hearing  a  princess  sing, 
sweeter  than  all  singing  and  simple  as  '  the  very  virtue  of 
compassion  '  :  the  song  of  evening,  and  rest  from  trouble, 
and  prayer  in  sorrow,  and  hope  in  death  :  the  many-coloured 
and  sounding  song  of  seaside  winter  nights  :  the  song  of 
three  nests,  the  reed-warbler's  and  the  martlet's  made  with 
moss  and  straw,  in  the  wall  or  on  the  water,  and  love's  with 
glances  and  smiles,  in  the  lover's  inmost  heart  :  the  song  of 
the  watcher  by  twilight  on  the  cliff,  which  strikes  a  note 
afterwards  repeated  and  prolonged  in  the  last  issue  of  the 
Légende  des  Sicdes,  full  of  mystery  and  mourning  and  fear 
and  faith  :  the  brief  deep  note  of  bewildered  sorrow  that  suc- 
ceeds it  :  the  great  wild  vision  of  death  and  night,  cast  into 
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words  which  have  the  very  sound  of  wind  and  storm  and 
water,  the  very  shape  and  likeness  of  things  actually  touched 
or  seen  :  the  soft  and  sublime  song  of  dawn  as  it  rises  on 
the  thinker  deep  sunk  in  meditation  on  death  and  on  life  to 
come  :  the  strange  dialogue  underground,  grim  and  sweet, 
between  the  corpse  and  the  rose-tree  :  the  song  of  exile  in 
May,  sweet  as  flowers  and  bitter  as  tears  :  the  lofty  poem  of 
suffering  which  rejects  the  old  Roman  refuge  of  stoic  suicide  : 
the  light  swift  song  of  a  lover's  quarrel  between  the  earth  and 
the  sun  in  wintertime  :  the  unspeakably  sweet  song  of  the 
daisy  that  smiles  at  coming  winter,  the  star  that  smiles  at 
coming  night,  the  soul  that  smiles  at  coming  death  :  the  most 
pathetic  and  heroic  song  of  all,  the  cry  of  exile  towards  the 
graves  of  the  beloved  over  sea,  that  weeps  and  is  not  weary  : 
the  simple  and  sublime  verses  on  the  mountain  desolation 
to  which  truth  and  conscience  were  the  guides  :  the  four 
magnificent  studies  of  sea  and  land,  Promenades  dans  les 
rochers  :  the  admirable  verses  on  that  holy  mystery  of  terror 
perceptible  in  the  most  glorious  works  alike  of  nature  and  of 
poetry  :  all  these  and  more  are  fitly  wound  up  by  the  noble 
hymn  on  planting  the  oak  of  the  United  States  of  Europe  in 
the  garden  of  the  house  of  exile.  A  few  of  the  briefer  among 
these  may  here  be  taken  as  examples  of  a  gift  not  merely 
unequalled  but  unapproached  by  any  but  the  greatest  among 
poets.  And  first  we  may  choose  the  following  unsurpassable 
psalm  of  evensong. 

Un  hymne  harmonieux  sort  des  feuilles  du  tremble  ; 
Les  voyageurs  craintifs,  qui  vont  la  nuit  ensemble, 
Haussent  la  voix  dans  l'ombre  où  l'on  doit  se  hâter. 
Laissez  tout  ce  qui  tremble 
Chanter. 
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Les  marins  fatigués  sommeillent  su  r  legouffre. 
La  mer  bleue  où  Vésuve  épand  ses  flots  de  soufre 
Se  tait  dès  qu'il  s'éteint,  et  cesse  de  gémir. 
Laissez  tout  ce  qui  souffre 
Dormir. 

Quand  la  vie  est  mauvaise  on  la  rêve  meilleure. 
Les  yeux  en  pleurs  au  ciel  se  lèvent  à  toute  heure  ; 
L'espoir  vers  Dieu  se  tourne  et  Dieu  l'entend  crier. 
Laissez  tout  ce  qui  pleure 
Prier. 

C'est  pour  renaître  ailleurs  qu'ici-bas  on  succombe. 
Tout  ce  qui  tourbillonne  appartient  à  la  tombe. 
Il  faut  dans  le  grand  tout  tôt  ou  tard  s'absorber. 
Laissez  tout  ce  qui  tombe 
Tomber  ! 

Next,  we  may  take  two  songs  of  earlier  and  later  life,  whose 
contrast  is  perfect  concord. 


CHANSON  D'AUTREFOIS. 

Jamais  elle  ne  raille, 
Etant  un  calme  esprit  ; 
Mais  toujours  elle  rit. — 
Voici  des  brins  de  mousse  avec  des  brins  de  paille  ; 
Fauvette  des  roseaux, 
Fais  ton  nid  sur  les  eaux. 

Quand  sous  la  clarté  douce 
Qui  sort  de  tes  beaux  yeux 
On  passe,  on  est  joyeux. — 
Voici  des  brins  de  paille  avec  des  brins  de  mousse  ; 
Martinet  de  l'azur, 
Fais  ton  nid  dans  mon  mur. 
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Dans  l'aube  avril  se  mire, 
Et  les  rameaux  fleuris 
Sont  pleins  de  petits  cris. — 
Voici  de  son  regard,  voici  de  son  sourire  ; 
Amour,  ô  doux  vainqueur, 
Fais  ton  nid  dans  mon  cœur. 


il. 

CHANSON  D'AUJOURD'HUI. 

e  disais  : — Dieu  qu'aucun  suppliant  n'importune, 
Quand  vous  m'éprouverez  dans  votre  volonté, 
Laissez  mon  libre  choix  choisir  dans  la  fortune 
L'un  ou  l'autre  côté  ; 

Entre  un  riche  esclavage  et  la  pauvreté  franche 
Laissez-moi  choisir,  Dieu  du  cèdre  et  du  roseau  ; 
Entre  l'or  de  la  cage  et  le  vert  de  la  branche 
Faites  juge  l'oiseau. — 

Maintenant  je  suis  libre  et  la  nuit  me  réclame  ; 
J'ai  choisi  l'âpre  exil  ;  j'habite  un  bois  obscur  ; 
Mais  je  vois  s'allumer  les  étoiles  de  l'âme 
Dans  mon  sinistre  azur. 

If  this  can  be  surpassed  for  outward  and  inward  sweet- 
ness, the  following  poem  may  perhaps  have  been  equalled 
for  sensible  and  spiritual  terror  in  the  range  of  lyric  song. 

EN  MARCHANT  LA   NUIT  DANS    UN  BOIS. 
I. 

Il  grêle,  il  pleut.     Neige  et  brume  ; 
Fondrière  à  chaque  pas. 
Le  torrent  veut,  crie,  écume, 
Et  le  rocher  ne  veut  pas. 
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Le  sabbat  à  notre  oreille 
Jette  ses  vagues  hourras. 
Un  fagot  sur  une  vieille 
Passe  en  agitant  les  bras. 

Passants  hideux,  clartés  blanches  ; 
Il  semble,  en  ces  noirs  chemins, 
Que  les  hommes  ont  des  branches, 
Que  les  arbres  ont  des  mains. 

il. 
On  entend  passer  un  coche, 
Le  lourd  coche  de  la  mort. 
Il  vient,  il  roule,  il  approche. 
L'eau  hurle  et  la  bise  mord. 

Le  dur  cocher,  dans  la  plaine 
Aux  aspects  noirs  et  changeants, 
Conduit  sa  voiture  pleine 
De  toute  sorte  de  gens. 

Novembre  souffle,  la  terre 
Frémit,  la  bourrasque  fond  ; 
Les  flèches  du  sagittaire 
Sifflent  dans  le  ciel  profond. 

III. 

— Cocher,  d'où  viens-tu  ?  dit  l'arbre. 
— Où  vas-tu?  dit  l'eau  qui  fuit. 
Le  cocher  est  fait  de  marbre 
Et  le  coche  est  fait  de  nuit. 

Il  emporte  beauté,  gloire, 
Joie,  amour,  plaisirs  bruyants  ; 
La  voiture  est  toute  noire, 
Les  chevaux  sont  effrayants. 

L'arbre  en  frissonnant  s'incline. 
L'eau  sent  les  joncs  se  dresser. 
Le  buisson  sur  la  colline 
Grimpe  pour  le  voir  passer. 
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IV. 

Le  brin  d'herbe  sur  la  roche, 
Le  nuage  dans  le  ciel, 
Regarde  marcher  ce  coche, 
Et  croit  voir  rouler  Babel. 

Sur  sa  morne  silhouette, 
Battant  de  l'aile  à  grands  cris, 
Volent  l'orage,  chouette, 
Et  l'ombre,  chauve-souris. 

Vent  glacé,  tu  nous  secoues  ! 
Le  char  roule,  et  l'œil  tremblant, 
A  travers  ses  grandes  roues, 
Voit  un  crépuscule  blanc. 

v. 
La  nuit,  sinistre  merveille, 
Répand  son  effroi  sacré  ; 
Toute  la  forêt  s'éveille, 
Comme  un  dormeur  effaré. 

Après  les  oiseaux,  les  âmes  ! 
Volez  sous  les  deux  blafards. 
L'étang,  miroir,  rit  aux  femmes 
Oui  sortent  des  nénuphars. 

L'air  sanglote,  et  le  vent  râle, 
Et,  sous  l'obscur  firmament, 
La  nuit  sombre  et  la  mort  pâle 
Se  regardent  fixement. 

But  the  twenty-fifth  poem  in  this  book  of  lyrics  has 
assuredly  never  been  excelled  since  first  the  impulse  of 
articulate  song  awoke  in  the  first  recorded  or  unrecorded 

poet. 

Proscrit,  regarde  les  roses  ; 
Mai  joyeux,  de  l'aube  en  pleurs 
Les  reçoit  toutes  écloses  ; 
Proscrit,  regarde  les  fleurs. 
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— Je  pense 
Aux  roses  que  je  semai. 
Le  mois  de  mai  sans  la  France, 
Ce  n'est  pas  le  mois  de  mai. 

Proscrit,  regarde  les  tombes  ; 
Mai,  qui  rit  aux  cieux  si  beaux, 
Sous  les  baisers  des  colombes 
Fait  palpiter  les  tombeaux. 

— Je  pense 
Aux  yeux  chers  que  je  fermai. 
Le  mois  de  mai  sans  la  France, 
Ce  n'est  pas  le  mois  de  mai. 

Proscrit,  regarde  les  branches, 
Les  branches  où  sont  les  nids  ; 
Mai  les  remplit  d'ailes  blanches 
Et  de  soupirs  infinis. 

— Je  pense 
Aux  nids  charmants  où  j'aimai. 
Le  mois  de  mai  sans  la  France, 
Ce  n'est  pas  le  mois  de  mai. 

Mai  1854. 

In  October  of  the  same  year — the  second  year  of  his  long 
exile — a  loftier  note  of  no  less  heavenly  melody  was  sounded 
by  the  lyric  poet  who  alone  of  all  his  nation  has  taken  his 
place  beside  Coleridge  and  Shelley.  The  word  'passant,' 
as  addressed  by  the  soul  to  the  body,  is  perhaps  the  very 
finest  expression  of  his  fervent  faith  in  immortality  to  be 
found  in  all  the  work  of  Victor  Hugo. 

Il  est  un  peu  tard  pour  faire  la  belle, 
Reine  marguerite  ;  aux  champs  défleuris 
Bientôt  vont  souffler  le  givre  et  la  grêle. 
—  Passant,  l'hiver  vient,  et  je  lui  souris. 
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Il  est  un  peu  tard  pour  faire  la  belle, 
Etoile  du  soir  ;  les  rayons  taris 
Sont  tous  retournés  à  l'aube  éternelle. 
— Passant,  la  nuit  vient,  et  je  lui  souris. 

Il  est  un  peu  tard  pour  faire  la  belle, 
Mon  âme  ;  joyeuse  en  mes  noirs  débris, 
Tu  m'éblouis,  fière  et  rouvrant  ton  aile. 
— Passant,  la  mort  vient,  et  je  lui  souris. 

No  date  is  affixed  to  the  divine  song  of  yearning  after 
home  and  the  graves  which  make  holier  for  every  man  old 
enough  to  have  been  a  mourner  the  native  land  which  holds 
them.  The  play  on  sound  which  distinguishes  the  last 
repetition  of  the  burden  is  the  crowning  evidence  that  the 
subtlest  effect  of  pathos  and  the  most  austere  effect  of  sub- 
limity may  be  conveyed  through  a  trick  of  language  familiar 
in  their  highest  and  most  serious  moods  to  yEschylus  and  to 
Shakespeare. 

EXIL. 

Si  je  pouvais  voir,  ô  patrie, 
Tes  amandiers  et  tes  lilas, 
Et  fouler  ton  herbe  fleurie, 
Hélas  ! 

Si  je  pouvais, — mais,  ô  mon  père, 
O  ma  mère,  je  ne  peux  pas, — 
Prendre  pour  chevet  votre  pierre, 
Hélas  ! 

Dans  le  froid  cercueil  qui  vous  gêne, 
Si  je  pouvais  vous  parler  bas, 
Mon  frère  Abel,  mon  frère  Eugène, 
Hélas  ! 
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Si  je  pouvais,  ô  ma  colombe, 
Et  toi,  mère,  qui  t'envolas, 
M'agenouiller  sur  votre  tombe, 
Hélas  ! 

Oh  !  vers  l'étoile  solitaire, 
Comme  je  lèverais  les  bras  ! 
Comme  je  baiserais  la  terre, 
Hélas  ! 

Loin  de  vous,  ô  morts  que  je  pleure, 
Des  flots  noirs  j'écoute  le  glas  ; 
Je  voudrais  fuir,  mais  je  demeure, 
Hélas  ! 

Pourtant  le  sort,  caché  dans  l'ombre, 
Se  trompe  si,  comptant  mes  pas, 
Il  croit  que  le  vieux  marcheur  sombre 
Est  las. 


The  epic  book  is  the  most  tragic  and  terrible  of  all  exist- 
ing poems  of  its  kind  ;  if  indeed  we  may  say  that  it  properly 
belongs  to  any  kind  existing  before  its  advent.  The  grow- 
ing horror  of  the  gradual  vision  of  history,  from  Henri  the 
Fourth  to  his  bloody  and  gloomy  son,  from  Louis  the  Thir- 
teenth to  the  murderer  and  hangman  of  the  Palatinate  and 
the  Cévennes,  from  Louis  the  Fourteenth  to  the  inexpressible 
pollution  of  incarnate  ignominy  in  his  grandson,  seems  to 
heave  and  swell  as  a  sea  towards  the  coming  thunder  which 
was  to  break  above  the  severed  head  of  their  miserable 
son. 

And  next  year  came  Torquemada  :  one  of  the  greatest 
masterpieces  of  the  master  poet  of  our  century.  The  con- 
struction of  this  tragedy  is  absolutely  original  and  unique  : 
free   and  full  of  change   as  the  wildest   and   loosest   and 
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roughest  of  dramatic  structures  ever  flung  together,  and  left 
to  crumble  or  cohere  at  the  pleasure  of  accident  or  of  luck,  by 
the  rudest  of  primaeval  playwrights  :  but  perfect  in  harmoni- 
ous unity  of  spirit,  in  symmetry  or  symphony  of  part  with 
part,  as  the  most  finished  and  flawless  creation  of  Sophocles 
or  of  Phidias.  Between  some  of  the  characters  in  this  play 
and  some  of  those  in  previous  plays  of  Hugo's  there  is  a 
certain  resemblance  as  of  kinship,  but  no  touch  or  shadow 
of  mere  repetition  or  reproduction  from  types  which  had 
been  used  before  :  Ferdinand  the  Catholic  has  something  in 
his  lineaments  of  Louis  the  Just,  and  Gucho  of  L'Angely  in 
Marion  de  Lortne  :  the  marquis  of  Fuentel  has  a  touch  of 
Gunich  in  Les  deux  trouvailles  de  Gallus,  redeemed  by  a 
better  touch  of  human  tenderness  for  his  recovered  grand- 
son. The  young  lovers  are  two  of  the  loveliest  figures, 
Torquemada  is  one  of  the  sublimest,  in  all  the  illimitable 
world  of  dramatic  imagination.  The  intensity  of  interest, 
anxiety,  and  terror,  which  grows  by  such  rapid  and  subtle 
stages  of  development  up  to  the  thunderstroke  of  royal 
decision  at  the  close  of  the  first  act,  is  exchanged  in  the 
second  for  an  even  deeper  and  higher  kind  of  emotion.  The 
confrontation  of  the  hermit  with  the  inquisitor,  magnificent 
enough  already  in  its  singleness  of  effect,  is  at  once  trans- 
figured and  completed  by  the  apparition  of  the  tremendous 
figure  whose  very  name  is  tragedy,  whose  very  shadow 
sufficed  for  the  central  and  the  crowning  terror  which  dark- 
ened the  stage  of  Lucrèce  Borgia. 

Le  Chasseur. 

Le  hasard  a  pétri  la  cendre  avec  l'instant  ; 

Cet  amalgame  est  l'homme.     Or,  moi-même  n'étant 
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Comme  vous  que  matière,  ah  !  je  serais  stupide 
D'être  hésitant  et  lourd  quand  la  joie  est  rapide, 
De  ne  point  mordre  en  hâte  au  plaisir  dans  la  nuit, 
Et  de  ne  pas  goûter  à  tout,  puisque  tout  fuit  ! 
Avant  tout,  être  heureux.     Je  prends  à  mon  service 
Ce  qu'on  appelle  crime  et  ce  qu'on  nomme  vice. 
L'inceste,  préjugé.     Le  meurtre,  expédient. 
J'honore  le  scrupule  en  le  congédiant. 
Est-ce  que  vous  croyez  que,  si  ma  fille  est  belle, 
Je  me  gênerai,  moi,  pour  être  amoureux  d'elle  ! 
Ah  ça,  mais  je  serais  un  imbécile.     Il  faut 
Que  j'existe.     Allez  donc  demander  au  gerfaut, 
A  l'aigle,  à  l'épervier,  si  cette  chair  qu'il  broie 
Est  permise,  et  s'il  sait  de  quel  nid  sort  sa  proie. 
Parce  que  vous  portez  un  habit  noir  ou  blanc, 
Vous  vous  croyez  forcé  d'être  inepte  et  tremblant, 
Et  vous  baissez  les  yeux  devant  cette  offre  immense 
Du  bonheur,  que  vous  fait  l'univers  en  démence. 
Ayons  donc  de  l'esprit.     Profitons  du  temps.     Rien 
Etant  le  résultat  de  la  mort,  vivons  bien  ! 
La  salle  de  bal  croule  et  devient  catacombe. 
L'âme  du  sage  arrive  en  dansant  dans  la  tombe. 
Servez-moi  mon  festin.     S'il  exige  aujourd'hui 
Un  assaisonnement  de  poison  pour  autrui, 
Soit.     Qu'importe  la  mort  des  autres  !     J'ai  la  vie. 
Je  suis  une  faim,  vaste,  ardente,  inassouvie. 
Mort,  je  veux  t'oublier  ;  Dieu,  je  veux  t'ignorer. 
Oui,  le  monde  est  pour  moi  le  fruit  à  dévorer. 
Vivant,  je  suis  en  hâte  heureux  ;  mort,  je  m'échappe  ! 

François  de  Paule,  à  Torquemada. 
Qu'est-ce  que  ce  bandit  ? 

TORQUEMADA. 

Mon  père,  c'est  le  pape. 

The  third  act   revives  again   the  more  immediate  and 
personal  interest  of  the  drama.     Terror  and  pity  never  rose 

H  2 
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higher,  never  found  utterance  more  sublime  and  piercing, 
in  any  work  of  any  poet  in  the  world,  than  here  in  the  scene 
of  the  supplication  of  the  Jews,  and  the  ensuing  scene  of 
the  triumph  of  Torquemada. 

The  Jews  enter  ;  men,  women,  and  children  all  covered 
with  ashes  and  clothed  in  rags,  barefoot,  with  ropes  round 
their  necks,  some  mutilated  and  made  infirm  by  torture, 
dragging  themselves  on  crutches  or  on  stumps  ;  others,  whose 
eyes  have  been  put  out,  are  led  by  children.  And  their 
spokesman  pleads  thus  with  the  king  and  the  queen  of  the 
kingdoms  from  whence  they  are  to  be  driven  by  Christian 
jurisdiction. 

Moi'SE-BEN-H  abib,  g?'and  rabbin,  à  genoux. 

Altesse  de  Castille,  altesse  dAragon, 

Roi,  reine  !  ô  notre  maître,  et  vous,  notre  maîtresse, 

Nous,  vos  tremblants  sujets,  nous  sommes  en  détresse, 

Et,  pieds  nus,  corde  au  cou,  nous  prions  Dieu  d'abord, 

Et  vous  ensuite,  étant  dans  l'ombre  de  la  mort, 

Ayant  plusieurs  de  nous  qu'on  va  livrer  aux  flammes, 

Et  tout  le  reste  étant  chassé,  vieillards  et  femmes, 

Et,  sous  l'œil  qui  voit  tout  du  fond  du  firmament, 

Rois,  nous  vous  apportons  notre  gémissement. 

Altesses,  vos  décrets  sur  nous  se  précipitent, 

Nous  pleurons,  et  les  os  de  nos  pères  palpitent  ; 

Le  sépulcre  pensif  tremble  à  cause  de  vous. 

Ayez  pitié.     Nos  cœurs  sont  fidèles  et  doux  ; 

Nous  vivons  enfermés  dans  nos  maisons  étroites, 

Humbles,  seuls  ;  nos  lois  sont  très  simples  et  très  droites. 

Tellement  qu'un  enfant  les  mettrait  en  écrit. 

Jamais  le  juif  ne  chante  et  jamais  il  ne  rit. 

Nous  payons  le  tribut,  n'importe  quelles  sommes. 

On  nous  remue  à  terre  avec  le  pied  ;  nous  sommes 
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Comme  le  vêtement  d'un  homme  assassiné. 

Gloire  à  Dieu  !     Mais  faut-il  qu'  avec  le  nouveau-né, 

Avec  l'enfant  qu'on  tette,  avec  l'enfant  qu'on  sèvre, 

Nu,  poussant  devant  lui  son  chien,  son  bœuf,  sa  chèvre, 

Israël  fuie  et  coure  épars  dans  tous  les  sens  ! 

Qu'on  ne  soit  plus  un  peuple  et  qu'on  soit  des  passants  ' 

Rois,  ne  nous  faites  pas  chasser  à  coups  de  piques, 

Et  Dieu  vous  ouvrira  des  portes  magnifiques. 

Ayez  pitié  de  nous.     Nous  sommes  accablés. 

Nous  ne  verrons  donc  plus  nos  arbres  et  nos  blés  ! 

Les  mères  n'auront  plus  de  lait  dans  leurs  mamelles  ! 

Les  bêtes  dans  les  bois  sont  avec  leurs  femelles, 

Les  nids  dorment  heureux  sous  les  branches  blottis, 

On  laisse  en  paix  la  biche  allaiter  ses  petits, 

Permettez-nous  de  vivre  aussi,  nous,  dans  nos  caves, 

Sous   nos   pauvres    toits,  presque    au   bagne   et    presque 

esclaves, 
Mais  auprès  des  cercueils  de  nos  pères  !  daignez 
Nous  souffrir  sous  vos  pieds  de  nos  larmes  baignés  ! 
Oh  !  la  dispersion  sur  les  routes  lointaines^ 
Quel  deuil  !     Permettez-nous  de  boire  à  nos  fontaines 
Et  de  vivre  en  nos  champs,  et  vous  prospérerez. 
Hélas  !  nous  nous  tordons  les  bras,  désespérés  ! 
Épargnez-nous  l'exil,  ô  rois,  et  l'agonie 
De  la  solitude  âpre,  éternelle,  infinie  ! 
Laissez  nous  la  patrie  et  laissez-nous  le  ciel  ! 
Le  pain  sur  qui  l'on  pleure  en  mangeant  est  du  fiel. 
Ne  soyez  pas  le  vent  si  nous  sommes  la  cendre. 
Voici  notre  rançon,  hélas  !  daignez  la  prendre. 
O  rois,  protégez-nous.     Voyez  nos  désespoirs. 
Soyez  sur  nous,  mais  non  comme  des  anges  noirs  ; 
Soyez  des  anges  bons  et  doux,  car  l'aile  sombre 
Et  l'aile  blanche,  ô  rois,  ne  font  pas  la  même  ombre. 
Révoquez  votre  arrêt.     Rois,  nous  vous  supplions 
Par  vos  aïeux  sacrés,  grands  comme  les  lions, 
Par  les  tombeaux  des  rois,  par  les  tombeaux  des  reines, 
Profonds  et  pénétrés  de  lumières  sereines, 
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Et  nous  mettons  nos  cœurs,  ô  maîtres  des  humains, 
Nos  prières,  nos  deuils  dans  les  petites  mains 
De  votre  infante  Jeanne,  innocente,  et  pareille 
À  la  fraise  des  bois  où  se  pose  l'abeille. 
Roi,  reine,  ayez  pitié  ! 

After  the  sublime  and  inexpressible  pathos  of  this 
appeal  from  age  and  innocence  against  the  most  execrable  of 
all  religions  that  ever  infected  earth  and  verified  hell,  it 
would  have  been  impossible  for  any  poet  but  one  to  find 
expression  for  the  passion  of  unselfish  faith  in  that  in- 
fernal creed  which  should  not  merely  horrify  and  disgust  us. 
But  when  Hugo  brings  before  us  the  figure  of  the  grand 
inquisitor  in  contemplation  of  the  supreme  act  of  faith  ac- 
complished in  defiance  of  king  and  queen  to  the  greater  glory 
of  God,  for  the  ultimate  redemption  of  souls  else  con- 
demned to  everlasting  torment,  the  rapture  of  the  terrible 
redeemer,  whose  faith  is  in  salvation  by  fire,  is  rendered  into 
words  of  such  magical  and  magnificent  inspiration  that  the 
conscience  of  our  fancy  is  wellnigh  conquered  and  convinced 
and  converted  for  the  moment  as  we  read. 

TORQUEMADA. 

O  fête,  ô  gloire,  ô  joie  ! 
La  clémence  terrible  et  superbe  flamboie  ! 
Délivrance  à  jamais  !     Damnés,  soyez  absous  ! 
Le  bûcher  sur  la  terre  éteint  l'enfer  dessous. 
Sois  béni,  toi  par  qui  l'âme  au  bonheur  remonte, 
Bûcher,  gloire  du  feu  dont  l'enfer  est  la  honte, 
Issue  aboutissant  au  radieux  chemin, 
Porte  du  paradis  rouverte  au  genre  humain, 
Miséricorde  ardente  aux  caresses  sans  nombre, 
Mystérieux  rachat  des  esclaves  de  l'ombre, 
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Auto-da-fé  !     Pardon,  bonté,  lumière,  feu, 
Vie  !  éblouissement  de  la  face  de  Dieu  ! 
Oh  !  quel  départ  splendide  et  que  d'âmes  sauvées  ! 
Juifs,  mécréants,  pécheurs,  ô  mes  chères  couvées, 
Un  court  tourment  vous  paie  un  bonheur  infini  ; 
L'homme  n'est  plus  maudit,  l'homme  n'est  plus  banni  ; 
Le  salut  s'ouvre  au  fond  des  deux.     L'amour  s'éveille, 
Et  voici  son  triomphe,  et  voici  sa  merveille  ! 
Quelle  extase  !  entrer  droit  au  ciel  !  ne  pas  languir  ! 

Cris  dans  le  brasier. 
Entendez-vous  Satan  hurler  de  les  voir  fuir  ? 
Que  l'éternel  forçat  pleure  en  l'éternel  bouge  ! 
J'ai  poussé  de  mes  poings  l'énorme  porte  rouge. 
Oh  !  comme  il  a  grincé  lorsque  je  refermais 
Sur  lui  les  deux  battants  hideux,  Toujours,  Jamais  ! 
Sinistre,  il  est  resté  derrière  le  mur  sombre. 

//  regarde  le  ciel. 
Oh  !  j'ai  pansé  la  plaie  effrayante  de  l'ombre. 

Le  paradis  souffrait  ;  le  ciel  avait  au  flanc 

Cet  ulcère,  l'enfer  brûlant,  l'enfer  sanglant  ; 
J'ai  posé  sur  l'enfer  la  flamme  bienfaitrice, 

Et  j'en  vois  dans  l'immense  azur  la  cicatrice. 

C'était  ton  coup  de  lance  au  côté,  Jésus-Christ  ! 

Hosanna  !  la  blessure  éternelle  guérit. 

Plus  d'enfer.     C'est  fini.     Les  douleurs  sont  taries. 
//  regarde  le  quemadero. 

Rubis  de  la  fournaise  !  ô  braises  !  pierreries  ! 

Flambez,  tisons  !  brûlez,  charbons  !  feu  souverain, 

Pétille  !  luis,  bûcher  !  prodigieux  écrin 

D'étincelles  qui  vont  devenir  des  étoiles  ! 

Les  âmes,  hors  des  corps  comme  hors  de  leurs  voiles, 

S'en  vont,  et  le  bonheur  sort  du  bain  de  tourments  ! 

Splendeur  !  magnificence  ardente  !  flamboiements  ! 

Satan,  mon  ennemi,  qu'en  dis-tu  ? 

En  extase. 

Feu  !  lavage 

De  toutes  les  noirceurs  par  la  flamme  sauvage  ! 
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Transfiguration  suprême  !  acte  de  foi  ! 

Nous  sommes  deux  sous  l'œil  de  Dieu,  Satan  et  moi. 

Deux  porte-fourches,  lui,  moi.     Deux  maîtres  des  flammes. 

Lui  perdant  les  humains,  moi  secourant  les  âmes  ; 

Tous  deux  bourreaux,  faisant  par  le  même  moyen 

Lui  l'enfer,  moi  le  ciel,  lui  le  mal,  moi  le  bien  ; 

Il  est  dans  le  cloaque  et  je  suis  dans  le  temple, 

Et  le  noir  tremblement  de  l'ombre  nous  contemple. 

//  se  retourne  vers  les  suppliciés. 
Ah  !  sans  moi,  vous  étiez  perdus,  mes  bien-aimés  ! 
La  piscine  de  feu  vous  épure  enflammés. 
Ah  !  vous  me  maudissez  pour  un  instant  qui  passe, 
Enfants  !  mais  tout  à  l'heure,  oui,  vous  me  rendrez  grâce 
Quand  vous  verrez  à  quoi  vous  avez  échappé  ; 
Car,  ainsi  que  Michel-Archange,  j'ai  frappé  ; 
Car  les  blancs  séraphins,  penchés  au  puits  de  soufre. 
Raillent  le  monstrueux  avortement  du  gouffre  ; 
Car  votre  hurlement  de  haine  arrive  au  jour, 
Bégaie,  et,  stupéfait,  s'achève  en  chant  d'amour  ! 
Oh  !  comme  j'ai  souffert  de  vous  voir  dans  les  chambres 
De  torture,  criant,  pleurant,  tordant  vos  membres, 
Maniés  par  l'étau  d'airain,  par  le  fer  chaud  ! 
Vous  voilà  délivrés,  partez,  fuyez  là-haut  ! 
Entrez  au  paradis  ! 

//  se  penche  et  semble  regarder  sous  terre. 
Non,  tu  n'auras  plus  d'âmes  ! 
Il  se  redresse. 
Dieu  nous  donne  l'appui  que  nous  lui  demandâmes, 
Et  l'homme  est  hors  du  gouffre.     Allez,  allez,  allez  ! 
A  travers  l'ombre  ardente  et  les  grands  feux  ailés, 
L'évanouissement  de  la  fumée  emporte 
Là-haut  l'esprit  vivant  sauvé  de  la  chair  morte  ! 
Tout  le  vieux  crime  humain  de  l'homme  est  arraché  ; 
L'un  avait  son  erreur,  l'autre  avait  son  péché, 
Faute  ou  vice,  chaque  âme  avait  son  monstre  en  elle 
Qui  rongeait  sa  lumière  et  qui  mordait  son  aile  ; 
L'ange  expirait  en  proie  au  démon.     Maintenant 
Tout  brûle,  et  le  partage  auguste  et  rayonnant 
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Se  fait  devant  Jésus  dans  la  clarté  des  tombes. 
Dragons,  tombez  en  cendre  ;  envolez-vous,  colombes  ! 
Vous  que  l'enfer  tenait,  liberté  !  liberté  ! 
Montez  de  l'ombre  au  jour.     Changez  d'éternité  ! 

The  last  act  would  indeed  be  too  cruel  for  endurance  if 
it  were  not  too  beautiful  for  blame.  But  not  the  inquisition 
itself  was  more  inevitably  inexorable  than  is  the  spiritual 
law,  the  unalterable  and  immitigable  instinct,  of  tragic 
poetry  at  its  highest.  Dante  could  not  redeem  Francesca, 
Shakespeare  could  not  rescue  Cordelia.  To  none  of  us,  we 
must  think,  can  the  children  of  a  great  poet's  divine  ima- 
gination seem  dearer  or  more  deserving  of  mercy  than  they 
seemed  to  their  creator  :  but  when  poetry  demands  their 
immolation,  they  must  die,  that  they  may  live  for  ever. 

Once  more,  but  now  for  the  last  time,  the  world  was  to 
receive  yet  another  gift  from  the  living  hand  of  the  greatest 
man  it  had  seen  since  Shakespeare.  Towards  the  close  of 
his  eighty-second  year  he  bestowed  on  us  the  crowning 
volume  of  his  crowning  work,  the  imperishable  and  inap- 
preciable Légende  des  Siècles.  And  at  the  age  of  eighty- 
three  years,  two  months,  and  twenty-six  days,  he  entered  into 
rest  for  ever,  and  into  glory  which  can  perish  only  with  the 
memory  of  all  things  memorable  among  all  races  and 
nations  of  mankind. 

I  have  spoken  here — and  no  man  can  know  so  well  or 
feel  so  deeply  as  myself  with  what  imperfection  of  utterance 
and  inadequacy  of  insight  I  have  spoken — of  Victor  Hugo 
as  the  whole  world  knew  and  as  all  honourable  or  intelligent 
men  regarded  and  revered  him.  But  there  are  those  among 
his  friends  and  mine  who  would  have  a  right  to  wonder  if 
no  word  were  here  to  be  said  of  the  unsolicited  and  un- 
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merited  kindness  which  first  vouchsafed  to  take  notice  of  a 
crude  and  puerile  attempt  to  render  some  tribute  of  thanks 
for  the  gifts  of  his  genius  just  twenty-three  years  ago  ;  of 
the  kindness  which  was  always  but  too  ready  to  recognize  and 
requite  a  gratitude  which  had  no  claim  on  him  but  that  of 
a  very  perfect  loyalty  ;  of  the  kindness  which  many  years 
afterwards  received  me  as  a  guest  under  his  roof  with  the 
welcome  of  a  father  to  a  son.  Such  matters,  if  touched  on 
at  all,  unquestionably  should  not  be  dwelt  on  in  public  : 
but  to  give  them  no  word  whatever  of  acknowledgment  at 
parting  would  show  rather  unthankfulness  than  reserve  in 
one  who  was  honoured  so  far  above  all  possible  hope  or 
merit  by  the  paternal  goodness  of  Victor  Hugo. 


1885. 
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'  Chacun  a  sa  manière.  Quant  à  moi,  qui  parle  ici,  j'admire  tout, 
comme  une  brute. — N'espérez  donc  aucune  critique. — Je  ne  chicane 
point  ces  grands  bienfaiteurs-là.  Ce  que  vous  qualifiez  défaut,  je  le 
qualifie  accent.  Je  reçois  et  je  remercie. — Ayant  eu  l'honneur  d'être 
appelé  "niais "  par  plusieurs  écrivains  et  critiques  distingués,  je  cherche 
à  justifier  l'épithète.' 

The  greatest  work  of  the  century  is  now  at  length  complete. 
It  is  upwards  of  twenty-four  years  since  the  first  part  of  it  was 
sent  home  to  France  from  Guernsey.  Eighteen  years  later 
we  received  a  second  instalment  of  the  yet  unexhausted 
treasure.  And  here,  at  the  age  of  eighty-one,  the  sovereign 
poet  of  the  world  has  placed  the  copingstone  on  the 
stateliest  of  spiritual  buildings  that  ever  in  modern  times 
has  been  reared  for  the  wonder  and  the  worship  of  man- 
kind. 

Those  only  to  whom  nothing  seems  difficult  because 
nothing  to  them  seems  greater  than  themselves  could  find  it 
other  than  an  arduous  undertaking  to  utter  some  word  of  net 
unworthy  welcome  and  thanksgiving  when  their  life  is  sud- 
denly enriched  and  brightened  by  such  an  addition  to  its 
most  precious  things  as  the  dawn  of  a  whole  new  world  of 
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song — and  a  world  that  may  hold  its  own  in  heaven  beside 
the  suns  created  or  evoked  by  the  fiat  of  Shakespeare  or  of 
Dante.  To  review  the  Divine  Comedy,  to  dispose  of  Hamlet 
in  the  course  of  a  leading  article,  to  despatch  in  a  few  sen- 
tences the  question  of  Paradise  Lost  and  its  claim  to  immor- 
tality, might  seem  easy  to  judges  who  should  feel  themselves 
on  a  level  with  the  givers  of  these  gifts  ;  for  others  it  could 
be  none  the  less  difficult  to  discharge  this  office  because  the 
gift  was  but  newly  given.  One  minor  phase  of  the  diffi- 
culty which  presents  itself  is  this  :  the  temporary  judge,  self- 
elected  to  pass  sentence  on  any  supreme  achievement  of 
human  power,  must  choose  on  which  horn  of  an  inevitable 
dilemma  he  may  prefer  to  run  the  risk  of  impalement.  If, 
recognising  in  this  new  master-work  an  equal  share  of  the 
highest  qualities  possible  to  man  with  that  possessed  and 
manifested  by  any  previous  writer  of  now  unquestioned 
supremacy,  he  takes  upon  himself  to  admit,  simply  and 
honestly,  that  he  does  recognise  this,  and  cannot  choose  but 
recognise  it,  he  must  know  that  his  judgment  will  be  received 
with  no  more  tolerance  or  respect,  with  no  less  irritation  and 
derision,  than  would  have  been,  in  Dante's  time,  the  judg- 
ment of  a  critic  who  should  have  ventured  to  rank  Dante 
above  Virgil,  in  Shakespeare's  time  of  a  critic  who  should 
have  dared  to  set  Shakespeare  beside  Homer.  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  he  should  abstain  with  all  due  discretion  from 
any  utterance  or  any  intimation  of  a  truth  so  ridiculous  and 
untimely,  he  runs  the  sure  and  certain  risk  of  leaving 
behind  him  a  name  to  be  ranked,  by  all  who  remember  it  at 
all,  with  those  which  no  man  mentions  without  a  smile  of 
compassion  or  of  scorn,  according  to  the  quality  of  error  dis- 
cernible in  the  critic's  misjudgment  :  innocent  and  incurable 
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as  the  confidence  of  a  Johnson  or  a  Jeffrey,  venomous 
and  malignant  as  the  rancour  of  Sainte-Beuve  or  Gifford. 
Of  these  two  dangers  I  choose  the  former  ;  and  venture  to 
admit,  in  each  case  with  equal  diffidence,  that  I  do  upon  the 
whole  prefer  Dante  to  any  Ci  no  or  Cecco,  Shakespeare  to 
all  the  Greenes  and  Peeles  and  Lillys,  Victor  Hugo  to  all 
or  any,  of  their  respective  times.  The  reader  who  has  no 
tolerance  for  paradox  or  presumption  has  therefore  fair 
warning  to  read  no  further. 

Auguste  Vacquerie,  of  all  poets  and  all  men  living  the 
most  worthy  to  praise  the  greatest  poet  of  his  century,  has 
put  on  record  long  ago,  with  all  the  vivid  ardour  of  his  ad- 
mirable style,  an  experience  of  which  I  now  am  but  too 
forcibly  reminded.  He  was  once  invited  by  Victor  Hugo 
to  choose  among  the  manuscripts  of  the  master's  unpublished 
work,  from  the  drawers  containing  respectively  some  lyric  or 
dramatic  or  narrative  masterpiece,  of  which  among  the  three 
kinds  he  would  prefer  to  have  a  sample  first.  Unable  to 
select,  he  touched  a  drawer  at  random,  which  contained  the 
opening  chapters  of  a  yet  unfinished  story — Les  Misérables. 
If  it  is  no  less  hard  to  choose  where  to  begin  in  a  notice  of 
the  Légende  des  Siècles — to  decide  what  star  in  all  this 
thronged  and  living  heaven  should  first  attract  the  direction 
of  our  critical  telescope — it  is  on  the  other  hand  no  less 
certain  that  on  no  side  can  the  telescope  be  misdirected. 
From  the  miraculous  music  of  a  legendary  dawn,  when  the 
first  woman  felt  first  within  her  the  movement  of  her  first- 
born child,  to  the  crowning  vision  of  ultimate  justice  made 
visible  and  material  in  the  likeness  of  the  trumpet  of  doom, 
no  radiance  or  shadow  of  days  or  nights  intervening,  no 
change  of  light  or  cadence  of  music  in  all  the  tragic  pageant 
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of  the  centuries,  finds  less  perfect  expression  and  response 
less  absolute  refraction  or  reflection,  than  all  that  come  and 
go  before  or  after  it.  History  and  legend,  fact  and  vision, 
are  fused  and  harmonised  by  the  mastering  charm  of  moral 
unity  in  imaginative  truth.  There  is  no  more  possibility  of 
discord  or  default  in  this  transcendent  work  of  human  power 
than  in  the  working  of  those  powers  of  nature  which  transcend 
humanity.  In  the  first  verses  of  the  overture  we  hear  such 
depth  and  height  of  music,  see  such  breadth  and  splendour 
of  beauty,  that  we  know  at  once  these  cannot  but  continue 
to  the  end  ;  and  from  the  end,  when  we  arrive  at  the  goal  of  the 
last  line,  we  look  back  and  perceive  that  it  has  been  so.  Were 
this  overture  but  a  thought  less  perfect,  a  shade  less  triumphant, 
we  might  doubt  if  what  was  to  follow  it  could  be  as  perfect 
and  triumphant  as  itself.  We  might  begin — and  indeed,  as 
it  is,  there  are  naturally  those  who  have  begun — to  debate 
with  ourselves  or  to  dispute  with  the  poet  as  to  the  details 
of  his  scheme,  the  selection  of  his  types,  the  propriety  of 
his  method,  the  accuracy  of  his  title.  There  are  those  who 
would  seem  to  infer  from  the  choice  of  this  title  that  the 
book  is,  in  the  most  vulgar  sense,  of  a  purely  legendary 
cast  ;  who  object,  for  example,  that  a  record  of  unselfish 
and  devoted  charity  shown  by  the  poor  to  the  poor  is, 
happily,  no  '  legend.'  Writers  in  whom  such  self-exposure 
of  naked  and  unashamed  ignorance  with  respect  to  the 
rudiments  of  language  is  hardly  to  be  feared  have  appa- 
rently been  induced  or  inclined  to  expect  some  elaborate 
and  orderly  review  of  history,  some  versified  chronicle  of 
celebrated  events  and  significant  epochs,  such  as  might 
perhaps  be  of  subsidiary  or  supplementary  service  in  the 
training  of  candidates  for  a  competitive  examination  ;  and 
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on  finding  something  very  different  from  this  have  tossed 
head  and  shrugged  shoulder  in  somewhat  mistimed  im- 
patience, as  at  some  deception  or  misnomer  on  the  great 
author's  part  which  they,  as  men  of  culture  and  understand- 
ing, had  a  reasonable  right  to  resent.  The  book,  they  affirm, 
is  a  mere  agglomeration  of  unconnected  episodes,  irrelevant 
and  incoherent,  disproportionate  and  fortuitous,  chosen  at 
random  by  accident  or  caprice  ;  it  is  not  one  great  palace 
of  poetry,  but  a  series  or  congeries  rather  of  magnificently 
accumulated  fragments.  It  may  be  urged  in  answer  to  this 
impeachment  that  the  unity  of  the  book  is  not  logical  but 
spiritual  ;  its  diversity  is  not  accidental  or  chaotic,  it  is  the 
result  and  expression  of  a  spontaneous  and  perfect  harmony, 
as  clear  and  as  profound  as  that  of  the  other  greatest  works 
achieved  by  man.  To  demonstrate  this  by  rule  and  line  of 
syllogism  is  no  present  ambition  of  mine.  A  humbler,  a 
safer,  and  perhaps  a  more  profitable  task  would  be  to 
attempt  some  flying  summary,  some  glancing  revision  of 
the  three  great  parts  which  compose  this  mightiest  poem  of 
our  age  ;  or  rather,  if  this  also  should  seem  too  presump- 
tuous an  aspiration,  to  indicate  here  and  there  the  points 
to  which  memory  and  imagination  are  most  fain  to  revert 
most  frequently  and  brood  upon  them  longest,  with  a 
deeper  delight,  a  more  rapturous  reverence,  than  waits  upon 
the  rest.  Not  that  I  would  venture  to  assert  or  to  insinuate 
that  there  is  in  any  poem  of  the  cycle  any  note  whatever  of 
inferiority  or  disparity  ;  but  having  neither  space  nor  time 
nor  power  to  speak,  however  inadequately,  of  each  among 
the  hundred  and  thirty-eight  poems  which  compose  the 
now  perfect  book,  I  am  compelled  to  choose,  not  quite  at 
random,  an  example  here  and  there  of  its  highest  and  most 
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typical  qualities.     In  the  first  book,  for  instance,  of  the  first 
series,  the  divine  poem  on  Ruth  and  Boaz  may  properly  be 
taken  as  representative  of  that  almost  indefinable  quality 
which   hitherto   has   seemed    more   especially   the   gift   of 
Dante  :  a  fusion,  so  to  speak,  of  sublimity  with  sweetness, 
the  exaltation  of  loveliness  into  splendour  and  simplicity  into 
mystery,  such  as  glorifies  the  close  of  his  Purgatory  and  the 
opening  of  his  Paradise.     Again,  the  majestic  verses  which 
bring  Mahomet  before  us  at  his  end  strike  a  deeper  impres- 
sion into  the  memory  than  is  left  by  the  previous  poem  on 
the  raising  of  Lazarus  ;  and  when  we  pass  into  the  cycle  of 
heroic  or  chivalrous  legend  we  find  those  poems  the  loftiest 
and  the  loveliest  which  have  in  them  most  of  that  prophetic 
and  passionate  morality  which  makes  the  greatest  poet,  in 
this  as  in  some  other  ages,  as  much  a  seer  as  a  singer,  an 
evangelist  no  less  than  an  artist.     Hugo,  for  all  his  dramatic 
and  narrative  mastery  of  effect,  will  always  probably  remind 
men  rather  of  such  poets  as  Dante  or  Isaiah  than  of  such 
poets  as  Sophocles  or  Shakespeare.     We  cannot  of  course 
imagine  the  Florentine  or  the  Hebrew  endowed  with   his- 
infinite  variety  of  sympathies,  of  interests,  and  of  powers  ; 
but  as  little  can  we  imagine  in  the  Athenian  such  height 
and  depth  of  passion,  in  the  Englishman  such  unquenchable 
and  sleepless  fire  of  moral  and  prophetic  faith.     And  hardly 
in  any  one  of  these,  though  Shakespeare  may  perhaps  be 
excepted,  can  we  recognise  the  same  buoyant  and  childlike 
exultation  in  such  things  as  are  the  delight  of  a  high-hearted 
child — in  free  glory  of  adventure  and  ideal  daring,  in  the 
triumph  and  rapture  of  reinless  imagination,  which   gives 
now  and  then  some  excess  of  godlike  empire  and  super- 
human   kingship    to    their    hands  whom   his    hands    have 
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created,  to  the  lips  whose  life  is  breathed  into  them  from 
his  own.  By  the  Homeric  stature  of  the  soul  he  measures 
the  heroic  capacity  of  the  sword.  And  indeed  it  is  hardly  in 
our  century  that  men  who  do  not  wish  to  provoke  laughter 
should  venture  to  mock  at  a  poet  who  puts  a  horde  to 
flight  before  a  hero,  or  strikes  down  strongholds  by  the 
lightning  of  a  single  will.  No  right  and  no  power  to  dis- 
believe in  the  arm  of  Hercules  or  the  voice  of  Jesus  can 
rationally  remain  with  those  who  have  seen  Garibaldi  take 
a  kingdom  into  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  and  not  one  man 
but  a  whole  nation  arise  from  the  dead  at  the  sound  of  the 
word  of  Mazzini. 

Two  out  of  the  five  heroic  poems  which  compose  the 
fourth  book  of  the  first  series  will  always  remain  types  of 
what  the  genius  of  Hugo  could  achieve  in  two  opposite 
lines.  All  the  music  of  morning,  all  the  sunshine  of 
romance,  all  the  sweetness  and  charm  of  chivalry,  will  come 
back  upon  all  readers  at  the  gracious  and  radiant  name  of 
Aymerillot  ;  all  the  blackness  of  darkness,  rank  with  fumes 
of  blood  and  loud  with  cries  of  torment,  which  covers  in  so 
many  quarters  the  history,  not  romantic  but  actual,  of  the 
ages  called  ages  of  faith,  will  close  in  upon  the  memory 
which  reverts  to  the  direful  Day  of  Kings.  The  sound  of 
the  final  note  struck  in  the  latter  poem  remains  in  the 
mind  as  the  echo  of  a  crowning  peal  of  thunder  in  the 
ear  of  one  entranced  and  spell-stricken  by  the  magnetism  of 
storm.  The  Pyrenees  belong  to  Hugo  as  the  western  coasts 
of  Italy,  Neapolitan  or  Tuscan,  belong  to  Shelley  ;  they  can 
never  again  be  done  into  words  and  translated  into  music 
as  for  once  they  have  been  by  these.  It  can  hardly  be  said 
that  he  who  knows  the  Pyrenees  has  read  Victor  Hugo  ; 
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but  certainly  it  may  be  said  that  he  who  knows  Victor  Hugo 
has  seen  the  Pyrenees.  From  the  author's  prefatory  avowal  that 
his  book  contains  few  bright  or  smiling  pictures,  a  reader  would 
never  have  inferred  that  so  many  of  its  pages  are  fragrant  with 
all  the  breath  and  radiant  with  all  the  bloom  of  April  or  May 
among  the  pine-woods  and  their  mountain  lawns,  ablaze  with 
ardent  blossom  and  astir  with  triumphant  song.  Tragedy  may 
be  hard  at  hand,  with  all  the  human  train  of  sorrows  and 
passions  and  sins  ;  but  the  glory  of  beauty,  the  loveliness  of 
love,  the  exultation  of  noble  duty  and  lofty  labour  in  a  stress 
of  arduous  joy,  these  are  the  influences  that  pervade  the 
world  and  permeate  the  air  of  the  poems  which  deal  with 
the  Christian  cycle  of  heroic  legend,  whose  crowning  image 
is  the  ideal  figure  of  the  Cid.  To  this  highest  and  purest 
type  of  mediaeval  romance  or  history  the  fancy  of  the  great 
poet  whose  childhood  was  cradled  in  Spain  turns  and 
returns  throughout  the  course  of  his  threefold  masterpiece 
with  an  almost  national  pride  and  passion  of  sublime  delight. 
Once  in  the  first  part  and  once  in  the  third  his  chosen  hero 
is  set  before  us  in  heroic  verse,  doing  menial  service  for  his 
father  in  his  father's  house,  and  again,  in  a  king's  palace, 
doing  for  humanity  the  sovereign  service  of  tyrannicide. 
But  in  the  second  part  it  seems  as  though  the  poet  could 
hardly,  with  his  fullest  effusion  of  lyric  strength  and  sweetness, 
do  enough  to  satisfy  his  loving  imagination  of  the  perfect 
knight,  most  faithful  and  most  gentle  and  most  terrible,  whom 
he  likens  even  to  the  very  Pic  du  Midi  in  its  majesty  of  solitude. 
Each  fresh  blast  of  verse  has  in  it  the  ring  of  a  golden  clarion 
which  proclaims  in  one  breath  the  honour  of  the  loyal  soldier 
and  the  dishonour  of  the  disloyal  king.  There  can  hardly 
be  in  any  language  a  more  precious  and  wonderful  study  of 
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technical  art  in  verse  of  the  highest  kind  of  simplicity  than 
this  Romancero  du  Cid,  with  its  jet  of  luminous  and  burning 
song  sustained  without  lapse  or  break  through  sixteen 
'  fyttes  '  of  plain  brief  ballad  metre.  It  is  hard  to  say  whe- 
ther the  one  only  master  of  all  forms  and  kinds  of  poetry 
that  ever  left  to  all  time  the  proof  of  his  supremacy  in  all 
has  shown  most  clearly  by  his  use  of  its  highest  or  his  use 
of  its  simplest  forms  the  innate  and  absolute  equality  of  the 
French  language  as  an  instrument  for  poetry  with  the  Greek 
of  .-Eschylus  and  of  Sappho,  the  English  of  Milton  and  of 
Shelley. 

But  among  all  Hugo's  romantic  and  tragic  poems  of 
mediaeval  history  or  legend  the  two  greatest  are  in  my  mind 
Eviradnus  and  Ratbert.  I  cannot  think  it  would  be  rash  to 
assert  that  the  loveliest  love-song  in  the  world,  the  purest 
and  keenest  rapture  of  lyric  fancy,  the  sweetest  and  clearest 
note  of  dancing  or  dreaming  music,  is  that  which  rings  for 
ever  in  the  ear  which  has  once  caught  the  matchless  echo 
of  such  lines  as  these  that  must  once  more  be  quoted,  as 
though  all  the  world  of  readers  had  not  long  since  known 
them  by  heart  : — 

Viens,  sois  tendre,  je  suis  ivre. 
O  les  verts  taillis  mouillés  ! 
Ton  souffle  te  fera  suivre 
Des  papillons  réveillés. 


Allons-nous-en  par  l'Autriche  ! 
Nous  aurons  l'aube  à  nos  fronts  ; 
Je  serai  grand,  et  toi  riche, 
Puisque  nous  nous  aimerons. 
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Tu  seras  dame,  et  moi  comte  ; 
Viens,  mon  cœur  s'épanouit, 
Viens,  nous  conterons  ce  conte 
Aux  étoiles  de  la  nuit. 

The  poet  would  be  as  sure  of  a  heavenly  immortality  in  the 
hearts  of  men  as  any  lyrist  of  Greece  itself,  who  should  only 
have  written  the  fourteen  stanzas  of  the  song  from  which  I 
have  ventured  to  choose  these  three.  All  the  sounds  and 
shadows  of  a  moonlit  wilderness,  all  the  dews  and  murmurs 
and  breaths  of  midsummer  midnight,  have  become  for  once 
articulate  in  such  music  as  was  never  known  even  to 
Shakespeare's  forest  of  Arden.  In  the  heart  of  a  poem  so 
full  of  tragedy  and  terror  that  Hugo  alone  could  have 
brightened  it  with  his  final  touch  of  sunrise,  this  birdlike 
rapture  breaks  out  as  by  some  divine  effect  of  unforbidden 
and  blameless  magic. 

And  yet,  it  may  be  said  or  thought,  the  master  of 
masters  has  shown  himself  even  greater  in  Ratbert  than  in 
Eviradnus.  This  most  tragic  of  poems,  lit  up  by  no  such 
lyric  interlude,  stands  unsurpassed  even  by  its  author  for 
tenderness,  passion,  divine  magnificence  of  righteous  wrath, 
august  and  pitiless  command  of  terror  and  pity.  From  the 
kingly  and  priestly  conclave  of  debaters  more  dark  than 
Milton's  to  the  superb  admonition  of  loyal  liberty  in  speech 
that  can  only  be  silenced  by  murder,  and  again  from  the 
heavenly  and  heroic  picture  of  childhood  worshipped  by  old 
age  to  the  monstrous  banquet  of  massacre,  when  the  son 
of  the  prostitute  has  struck  his  perjured  stroke  of  state,  the 
poem  passes  through  a  change  of  successive  pageants  each 
fuller  of  splendour  and  wonder,  of  loveliness  or  of  horror, 
than  the  last.      But  the  agony  of  the  hero  over  the  little 
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corpse  of  the  child  murdered  with  her  plaything  in  her  hand 
— the  anguish  that  utters  itself  as  in  peal  upon  peal  of 
thunder,  broken  by  sobs  of  storm — the  full  crash  of  the 
final  imprecation,  succeeded  again  by  such  unspeakably 
sweet  and  piteous  appeal  to  the  little  dead  lips  and  eyes  that 
would  have  answered  yesterday — and  at  last  the  one  crown- 
ing stroke  of  crime  which  calls  down  an  answering  stroke 
of  judgment  from  the  very  height  of  heaven,  for  the  comfort 
and  refreshment  and  revival  of  all  hearts — these  are  things 
of  which  no  praise  can  speak  aright.  Shakespeare  only, 
were  he  living,  would  be  worthy  to  write  on  Hugo's  Fabrice 
as  Hugo  has  written  on  Shakespeare's  Lear.  History  will 
forget  the  name  of  Bonaparte  before  humanity  forgets  the 
name  of  Ratbert. 

But  if  this  be  the  highest  poem  of  all  for  passion  and 
pathos  and  fire  of  terrible  emotion,  the  highest  in  sheer  sub- 
limity of  imagination  is  to  my  mind  Zim-Zizimi.  Again  and 
again,  in  reading  it  for  the  first  time,  one  thinks  that  surely 
now  the  utmost  height  is  reached,  the  utmost  faculty  revealed, 
that  can  be  possible  for  a  spirit  clothed  only  with  human 
powers,  armed  only  with  human  speech.  And  always  one 
finds  the  next  step  forward  to  be  yet  once  more  a  step  up- 
ward, even  to  the  very  end  and  limit  of  them  all.  Neither  in 
Homer  nor  in  Milton,  nor  in  the  English  version  of  Job  or 
Ezekiel  or  Isaiah,  is  the  sound  of  the  roll  and  surge  of 
measured  music  more  wonderful  than  here.  Even  after  the 
vision  of  the  tomb  of  Belus  the  miraculous  impression  of 
splendour  and  terror,  distinct  in  married  mystery,  and 
diverse  in  unity  of  warning,  deepens  and  swells  onward  like 
a  sea  till  we  reach  the  incomparable  psalm  in  praise  of  the 
beauty  and  the  magic  of  womanhood   made   perfect  and 
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made  awful  in  Cleopatra,  which  closes  in  horror  at  the 
touch  of  a  hand  more  powerful  than  Orcagna's.  The  walls 
of  the  Campo  Santo  are  fainter  preachers  and  feebler  pur- 
suivants of  the  triumph  of  death  than  the  pages  of  the  poem 
which  yet  again  renews  its  note  of  menace  after  menace  and 
prophecy  upon  prophecy  till  the  end.  There  is  probably  not 
one  single  couplet  in  all  this  sweet  and  bitter  roll  of  song 
which  could  have  been  written  by  any  poet  less  than  the 
best  or  lower  than  the  greatest  of  all  time. 

Passants,  quelqu'un  veut-il  voir  Cléopâtre  au  lit  ? 

Venez  ;  l'alcôve  est  morne,  une  brume  l'emplit  ; 

Cléopâtre  est  couchée  à  jamais  ;  cette  femme 

Fut  l'éblouissement  de  l'Asie,  et  la  flamme 

Que  tout  le  genre  humain  avait  dans  son  regard  ; 

Quand  elle  disparut,  le  monde  fut  hagard  ; 

Ses  dents  étaient  de  perle  et  sa  bouche  était  d'ambre  ; 

Les  rois  mouraient  d'amour  en  entrant  dans  sa  chambre  ; 

Pour  elle  Ephractaeus  soumit  l'Atlas,  Sapor 

Vint  d'Ozymandias  saisir  le  cercle  d'or, 

Mamylos  conquit  Suse  et  Tentyris  détruite 

Et  Palmyre,  et  pour  elle  Antoine  prit  la  fuite  ; 

Entre  elle  et  l'univers  qui  s'offraient  à  la  fois 

Il  hésita,  lâchant  le  monde  dans  son  choix. 

Cléopâtre  égalait  les  Junons  éternelles  ; 

Une  chaîne  sortait  de  ses  vagues  prunelles  ; 

O  tremblant  cœur  humain,  si  jamais  tu  vibras, 

C'est  dans  l'étreinte  altière  et  douce  de  ses  bras  ; 

Son  nom  seul  enivrait  ;  Strophus  n'osait  l'écrire  ; 

La  terre  s'éclairait  de  son  divin  sourire, 

A  force  de  lumière  et  d'amour,  effrayant  : 

Son  corps  semblait  mêlé  d'azur  ;  en  la  voyant, 

Vénus,  le  soir,  rentrait  jalouse  sous  la  nue  ; 

Cléopâtre  embaumait  l'Egypte  ;  toute  nue, 

Elle  brûlait  les  yeux  ainsi  que  le  soleil  ; 

Les  roses  enviaient  l'ongle  de  son  orteil  ; 
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O  vivants,  allez  voir  sa  tombe  souveraine  ; 
Fière,  elle  était  déesse  et  daignait  être  reine  ; 
L'amour  prenait  pour  arc  sa  lèvre  aux  coins  moqueurs  ; 
Sa  beauté  rendait  fous  les  fronts,  les  sens,  les  cœur,, 
Et  plus  que  les  lions  rugissants  était  forte  ; 
Mais  bouchez-vous  le  nez  si  vous  passez  la  porte. 

At  every  successive  stage  of  his  task,  the  man  who  un- 
dertakes to  glance  over  this  great  cycle  of  poems  must 
needs  incessantly  call  to  mind  the  most  worn  and  hackneyed 
of  all  quotations  from  its  author's  works — 'J'en  passe,  et 
des  meilleurs.'  There  is  here  no  room,  as  surely  there 
should  nowhere  now  be  any  need,  to  speak  at  any  length  of 
the  poems  in  which  Roland  plays  the  part  of  protagonist  ; 
first  as  the  beardless  champion  of  a  five  days'  fight,  and 
again  as  the  deliverer  whose  hand  could  clear  the  world  of 
a  hundred  human  wolves  in  one  continuous  sword-sweep. 
There  is  hardly  time  allowed  us  for  one  poor  word  or 
two  of  tribute  to  such  a  crowning  flower  of  song  as  La 
Rose  de  Vlnfarite,  with  its  parable  of  the  broken  Armada 
made  manifest  in  a  wrecked  fleet  of  drifting  petals  ;  to  the 
superb  and  sonorous  chant  of  the  buccaneers,  in  which  all 
the  noise  of  lawless  battle  and  stormy  laughter  passes  off 
into  the  carol  of  mere  triumphant  love  and  trust  ;  or  even 
to  the  whole  inner  cycle  of  mystic  and  primaeval  legend 
which  seeks  utterance  for  the  human  sense  of  oppression  or 
neglect  by  jealous  or  by  joyous  gods  ;  for  the  wild  profound 
revolt  of  riotous  and  trampled  nature,  the  agony  and  pas- 
sion and  triumph  of  invincible  humanity,  the  protest  and 
witness  of  enduring  earth  against  the  passing  shades  of 
heaven,  the  struggle  and  the  plea  of  eternal  manhood 
against  all  transient  forces  of  ephemeral  and  tyrannous  god- 
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head.  Within  the  orbit  of  this  epicycle  one  poem  only  of 
the  first  part,  a  star  of  strife  and  struggle,  can  properly  be 
said  to  revolve  ;  but  the  light  of  that  planet  has  fire  enough 
to  animate  with  its  reflex  the  whole  concourse  of  stormy 
stars  which  illuminate  the  world-wide  wrestle  of  the  giants 
with  the  gods.  The  torch  of  revolt  borne  by  the  trans- 
figured satyr,  eyed  like  a  god  and  footed  like  a  beast,  kindles 
the  lamp  of  hopeful  and  laborious  rebellion  which  dazzles 
us  in  the  eye  of  the  Titan  who  has  seen  beyond  the  world. 
In  the  song  that  struck  silence  through  the  triumph  of 
amazed  Olympus  there  is  a  sound  and  air  as  of  the  sea  or 
the  Book  of  Job.  There  may  be  something  of  Persian  or 
Indian  mysticism,  there  is  more  of  universal  and  imagin- 
ative reason,  in  the  great  allegoric  myth  which  sets  forth 
here  how  the  half-brute  child  of  one  poor  planet  has  in  him 
the  seed,  the  atom,  the  principle  of  life  everlasting,  and 
dilates  in  force  of  it  to  the  very  type  and  likeness  of  the 
eternal  universal  substance  which  is  spirit  or  matter  of  life  ; 
and  before  the  face  of  his  transfiguration  the  omnipresent 
and  omnipotent  gods  who  take  each  their  turn  to  shine  and 
thunder  are  all  but  shadows  that  pass  away.  Since  the 
Lord  answered  Job  out  of  the  whirlwind  no  ear  has  heard 
the  burst  of  such  a  song  ;  but  this  time  it  is  the  world  that 
answers  out  of  its  darkness  the  lords  and  gods  of  creed  and 
oracle,  who  have  mastered  and  have  not  made  it.  And 
in  the  cry  of  its  protest  and  the  prophecy  of  its  advance 
there  is  a  storm  of  swelling  music  which  is  as  the  sound 
of  the  strength  of  rollers  after  the  noise  of  the  rage  of 
breakers. 

It  is  noticeable  that  the  master,  of  modern  poets   should 
have  in  the  tone  and  colour  of  his  genius  more  even  of  the 
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Hebrew  than  the  Greek.  In  his  love  of  light  and  freedom, 
reason  and  justice,  he  is  not  of  Jerusalem,  but  of  Athens  ; 
but  in  the  bent  of  his  imagination,  in  the  form  and  colour 
of  his  dreams,  in  the  scope  and  sweep  of  his  wide- winged 
spiritual  flight,  he  is  nearer  akin  to  the  great  insurgent 
prophets  of  deliverance  and  restoration  than  to  any  poet  of 
Athens  except  only  their  kinsman  ^Eschylus.  It  is  almost 
wholly  of  the  Persian  war,  the  pass  of  Thermopylae,  the 
strait  of  Euripus,  that  he  sings  when  he  sings  of  Hellas. 
All  his  might  of  hand,  all  his  cunning  of  colour,  all  his 
measureless  resources  of  sound  and  form  and  symbol,  are 
put  forth  in  the  catalogue  of  nations  and  warriors  subject  to 
Xerxes.  There  is  nothing  in  poetry  so  vast  and  tremendous 
of  its  kind  as  this  pageant  of  immense  and  monstrous  inva- 
sion. But  indeed  the  choice  of  gigantic  themes,  the  pre- 
dominance of  colossal  effects,  the  prevalence  of  superhuman 
visions  over  the  types  and  figures  of  human  history  or  legend, 
may  be  regarded  as  a  distinctive  point  of  difference  between 
the  second  and  the  first  series.  A  typical  example  of  the 
second  is  the  poem  which  has  added  an  eighth  wonder  built 
by  music  to  the  seven  wonders  of  the  world,  which  it  cele- 
brates in  verse  more  surely  wrought  for  immortality  than  they. 
Another  is  the  song  of  the  worm  which  takes  up  in  answer  to 
their  chant  of  life  and  light  and  pride  of  place,  and  prolongs 
through  measure  after  measure  of  rolling  and  reverberating 
verse,  the  note  of  a  funereal  and  universal  triumph,  the  pro- 
test and  the  proclamation  of  death.  Another,  attuned  to 
that  mighty  music  of  meditation  which  rings  through  so 
many  of  the  poems  written  in  exile  and  loneliness,  is  the 
stately  prophetic  hymn  which  bears  the  superscription  of  All 
the  Past  and  all  the  Future.     This  might  seem  to  belong 
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to  the  sixth  book  of  the  Contemplations,  in  which  the  same 
note  of  proud  and  ardent  faith  was  struck  so  often  with  such 
sovereignty  of  hand.  As  much  might  be  said  of  the  great 
'  abysmal  '  poem  which  closes  the  second  series  with  a  sym- 
phony of  worlds  and  spirits.  Other  groups  of  poems,  in  like 
manner,  bear  signs  of  common  or  of  diverse  kinship  to  former 
works  of  a  creator  whose  spirit  has  put  life  into  so  many  of 
the  same  likeness,  yet  with  no  more  sign  of  repetition  or  weary 
monotony  than  is  traceable  in  the  very  handiwork  of  nature. 
The  book  of  idyls  is  of  one  inspiration  with  the  Chansons 
des  Rues  et  des  Bois  ;  in  both  cases,  as  in  so  many  of  the 
poet's  earlier  lyric  volumes,  his  incomparable  fertility  of 
speech  and  superb  facility  of  verse  leave  almost  an  impres- 
sion as  of  work  done  by  way  of  exercise,  as  though  he  were 
writing  to  keep  his  hand  in,  or  to  show  for  a  wager  with  in- 
credulous criticism  how  long  he  could  keep  up  the  golden  ball 
of  metre,  carve  arabesques  of  the  same  pattern,  play  variations 
in  the  same  key.  But  the  Old  Man's  Idyl  which  closes  the 
book  belongs  by  kinship  to  another  work  of  the  poet's,  more 
beloved  and  more  precious  to  the  inmost  heart,  if  not  more 
eminent  for  strength  and  cunning  of  hand,  than  any  of  these. 
In  '  the  voice  of  a  child  a  year  old  '  there  is  the  same  welling 
and  bubbling  melody  which  flows  and  laughs  and  murmurs 
and  glitters  through  the  adorable  verses  of  L'Art  d'être  Grand- 
père,  making  dim  with  love  and  delight  the  reader's  or  the 
hearer's  eyes.  At  last  the  language  of  babies  has  found  its 
interpreter  ;  and  that,  as  might  have  been  expected,  in  the 
greatest  poet  of  his  age. 

L'enfant  apporte  un  peu  de  ce  ciel  dont  il  sort  ; 
Il  ignore,  il  arrive  ;  homme,  tu  le  recueilles. 
11  a  le  tremblement  des  herbes  et  des  feuilles. 
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La  jaserie  avant  le  langage  est  la  fleur 

Qui  précède  le  fruit,  moins  beau  qu'elle,  et  meilleur, 

Si  c'est  être  meilleur  qu'être  plus  nécessaire. 

A  conclusion  which  may  be  doubted  when  we  consider 
as  follows  : — 

L'enfant  fait  la  demande  et  l'ange  la  réponse  ; 
Le  babil  puéril  dans  le  ciel  bleu  s'enfonce, 
Puis  s'en  revient,  avec  les  hésitations 
Du  moineau  qui  verrait  planer  les  alcyons. 

Can  language  or  can  thought  be  lovelier?  if  so,  the 
one  possible  instance  is  to  be  sought  in  these  succeeding 
verses  : — 

Quand  l'enfant  jase  avec  l'ombre  qui  le  bénit, 
La  fauvette,  attentive,  au  rebord  de  son  nid 
Se  dresse,  et  ses  petits  passent,  pensifs  et  frêles, 
Leurs  têtes  à  travers  les  plumes  de  ses  ailes  ; 
La  mère  semble  dire  à  sa  couvée  :  Entends, 
Et  tâche  de  parler  aussi  bien. 

It  seems  and  is  not  strange  that  the  lips  which  distil 
such  honey  as  this  should  be  the  same  so  often  touched  with 
a  coal  of  fire  from  that  '  altar  of  Righteousness  '  where 
^Eschylus  was  wont  to  worship.  The  twenty-first  section 
of  the  second  series  is  in  the  main  a  renewal  or  completion 
of  the  work  undertaken  in  the  immortal  Châtiments.  Even 
in  that  awful  and  incomparable  book  of  judgment  such 
poems  as  La  Colère  du  Bronze,  and  the  two  following  on  the 
traffic  of  servile  clerical  rapacity  in  matters  of  death  and 
burial,  would  have  stood  high  among  the  stately  legions  of 
satire  which  fill  its  living  pages  with  the  sound  and  the 
splendour  of  righteous  battle  for  the  right  ;  but  the  verses 
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with  which  Hugo  has  branded  the  betrayer  of  Metz  and 
Strasburg  are  hardly  to  be  matched  except  by  those  with 
which,  half  a  century  ago,  he  branded  the  betrayer  of  the 
Duchess  of  Berry.  Truly  may  all  who  read  them  cry  out 
with  the  poet  at  their  close, 

Et  qui  donc  maintenant  dit  qu'il  s'est  évadé  ? 

In  Le  Cimetière  cPEylau,  a  poem  to  which  we  have  now 
in  the  third  series  of  the  book  a  most  noble  and  exquisite 
pendant  {Paroles  de  mon  Onde),  all  the  Homeric  side  of  a 
poet  born  of  warlike  blood  comes  out  into  proud  and  bright 
relief.  There  is  no  better  fighting  in  the  Iliad  ;  it  has  the 
martial  precision  and  practical  fellow-feeling  which  animate 
in  his  battle-pieces  the  lagging  verse  of  Walter  Scott  ;  and 
it  has  of  course  that  omnipresent  breath  and  light  and  fire 
of  perfect  poetry  which  a  Scott  or  a  Byron  is  never  quite 
permitted  to  attain.  Beside  or  even  above  these  two  poems, 
that  other  which  commemorates  the  devotion  of  a  Vendean 
peasant  chief  will  be  set  in  the  hearts  of  all  readers  com- 
petent to  appreciate  either  heroic  action  or  heroic  song. 

The  love  of  all  high  things  which  finds  one  form  of  ex- 
pression in  warlike  sympathy  with  warriors  who  can  live  and 
die  for  something  higher  than  personal  credit  or  success 
takes  another  and  as  natural  a  shape  in  the  poems  which 
are  inspired  by  love  and  worship  of  nature  and  her  witness 
for  liberty  and  purity  and  truth  in  the  epic  evangel  of 
august  and  indomitable  mountains.  The  sublimest  cry  of 
moral  passion  ever  inspired  by  communion  in  spirit  with 
these  is  uttered  in  the  great  poem  on  the  Swiss  mercenaries 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  which  even  among  its  fellows 
stands    out   eminent   and   radiant    as   an    Alp   at   sunrise. 
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Mountain  and  cataract,  the  stars  and  the  snows,  never  yet 
in  any  language  found  such  a  singer  and  interpreter  as  this. 
Two  or  three  verses,  two  or  three  words,  suffice  for  him  to 
bring  before  us,  in  fresh  and  actual  presence,  the  very 
breath  of  the  hills  or  the  sea,  the  very  lights  and  sounds 
and  spaces  of  clouded  or  sunlit  air.  Juvenal  is  not  so 
strong  in  righteousness,  nor  Pindar  so  sublime  in  illustra- 
tion, as  the  poet  who  borrowed  from  nature  her  highest 
symbols  to  illustrate  the  glory  and  the  duty  of  righteous 
wrath  and  insuppressible  insurrection  against  wrong-doing, 
when  he  wrote  Le  Régiment  du  baron  Madritce. 

L'homme  s'est  vendu.     Soit.     A-t-on  dans  le  louage 
Compris  le  lac,  le  bois,  la  ronce,  le  nuage  ? 
La  nature  revient,  germe,  fleurit,  dissout, 
Féconde,  croît,  décroît,  rit,  passe,  efface  tout. 
La  Suisse  est  toujours  là,  libre.     Prend-on  au  piège 
La  précipice,  l'ombre  et  la  bise  et  la  neige  ? 
Signe-t-on  des  marchés  dans  lesquels  il  soit  dit 
Que  FOrteler  s'enrôle  et  devient  un  bandit  ? 
Quel  poing  cyclopéen,  dites,  ô  roches  noires, 
Pourra  briser  la  Dent  de  Morcle  en  vos  mâchoires  ? 
Quel  assembleur  de  bœufs  pourra  forger  un  joug 
Oui  du  pic  de  Claris  aille  au  piton  de  Zoug? 
C'est  naturellement  que  les  monts  sont  fidèles 
Et  purs,  ayant  la  forme  âpre  des  citadelles, 
Ayant  reçu  de  Dieu  des  créneaux  où,  le  soir, 
L'homme  peut,  d'embrasure  en  embrasure,  voir 
Étinceler  le  fer  de  lance  des  étoiles. 
Est-il  une  araignée,  aigle,  qui  dans  ses  toiles 
Puisse  prendre  la  trombe  et  la  rafale  et  toi  ? 
Quel  chef  recrutera  le  Salève  ?  à  quel  roi 
Le  Mythen  dira-t-il  :  '  Sire,  je  vais  descendre  !  ' 
Qu'après  avoir  dompté  l'Athos,  quelque  Alexandre, 
Sorte  de  héros  monstre  aux  cornes  de  taureau, 
Aille  donc  relever  sa  robe  à  la  Jungfrau  ! 
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Comme  la  vierge,  ayant  l'ouragan  sur  l'épaule, 
Crachera  l'avalanche  à  la  face  du  drôle  ! 

Non,  rien  n'est  mort  ici.     Tout  grandit,  et  s'en  vante. 
L'Helvétie  est  sacrée,  et  la  Suisse  est  vivante  ; 
Ces  monts  sont  des  héros  et  des  religieux  ; 
Cette  nappe  de  neige  aux  plis  prodigieux 
D'où  jaillit,  lorsqu'en  mai  la  tiède  brise  ondoie, 
Toute  une  floraison  folle  d'air  et  de  joie, 
Et  d'où  sortent  des  lacs  et  des  flots  murmurants, 
N'est  le  linceul  de  rien,  excepté  des  tyrans. 

This  glorious  poem  of  the  first  series  finds  a  glorious  echo 
in  the  twenty-fifth  division  of  the  second  ;  even  as  the  Pyre- 
nean  cycle  which  opened  in  the  first  series  is  brought  in 
the  second  to  fuller  completion  of  equal  and  corresponsive 
achievement.  It  is  wonderful,  even  in  this  vast  world  of 
poetic  miracle  where  nothing  is  other  than  wonderful,  that 
Masf errer  should  be  equal  to  Aymerillot  in  frank  majesty  of 
beauty  ;  that  even  after  Le  Parricide  a  fresh  depth  of  tragic 
terror  should  be  sounded  by  Gaiffer-Jorge  ;  and  that  after 
all  he  had  already  written  on  fatherhood  and  sonship,  on 
duty  and  chivalry,  on  penitence  and  pride,  Victor  Hugo 
should  have  struck  so  new  and  so  profound  a  note  as  rings 
in  every  line  of  La  Paternité. 

But  of  all  echoes  and  of  all  responses  which  reverberate 
from  end  to  end  of  these  three  great  sections  of  song,  the 
very  sweetest,  and  perhaps  the  very  deepest,  are  those 
evoked  by  love  of  little  children  and  compassionate  reve- 
rence for  the  poor.  If  but  one  division  were  to  be  left  us 
out  of  all  the  second  series,  and  fate  or  chance,  compara- 
tively compassionate  in  its  cruelty,  gave  us  our  choice 
which  this  one  should  be,  the  best  judgments  might  perhaps 
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decide  to  preserve  the  twenty-third  at  all  events.  What 
the  words  k  realism  '  and  '  naturalism  '  do  naturally  and 
really  signify  in  matters  of  art,  the  blatant  babblers  who 
use  them  to  signify  the  photography  of  all  things  abject 
might  learn,  if  shallow  insolence  and  unclean  egotism  were 
suddenly  made  capable  of  learning,  by  the  study  of  only 
the  two  poems  which  set  before  us  in  two  different  forms 
the  strength  of  weakness  in  the  child  whose  love  redeems 
his  father  from  death  and  the  child  who  can  find  no 
comfort  but  in  death  for  the  lack  of  a  father's  love.  There 
is  nothing  in  Homer,  in  Dante,  or  in  Shakespeare,  the  three 
only  poets  who  can  properly  be  ciced  for  comparison,  of  a 
pathos  more  poignant  in  its  bitter  perfection  of  sweetness. 

Among  the  many  good  things  which  seem,  for  the  lovers 
of  poetry,  to  have  come  out  of  one  and  so  great  an  evil  as 
the  long  exile  of  Hugo  from  his  country,  there  is  none 
better  or  greater  than  the  spiritual  inhalation  of  breeze  and 
brine  into  the  very  heart  of  his  genius,  the  miraculous 
impregnation  of  his  solitary  Muse  by  the  sea-wind.  This 
influence  could  not  naturally  but  combine  with  the  lifelong 
influence  of  all  noble  sympathies  to  attract  his  admiration 
and  his  pity  towards  the  poor  folk  of  the  shore,  and  to 
produce  from  that  sense  of  compassion  for  obscurer  sorrows 
and  brotherhood  with  humbler  heroism  than  his  own  such 
work  as  the  poem  which  describes  the  charity  of  a  fisher- 
man's wife  towards  the  children  of  her  dead  neighbour. 
It  has  all  the  beautiful  precision  and  accurate  propriety  of 
detail  which  distinguish  the  finest  idyls  of  Theocritus  or 
Tennyson,  with  a  fervour  of  pathetic  and  imaginative 
emotion  which  Theocritus  never  attained,  and  which 
Tennyson  has  attained  but  once.     All  the  horror  of  death, 
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all  the  trouble  and  mystery  of  darkness,  seem  as  we  read 
to  pass  into  our  fancy  with  the  breath  of  pervading  night, 
and  to  vanish  with  the  husband's  entrance  at  sunrise  before 
the  smile  with  which  the  wife  draws  back  the  curtains  of 
the  cradle. 

This  poem,  which  so  many  hearts  must  have  treasured 
among  their  choicest  memories  for  now  so  many  years,  has 
found  at  length  its  fellow  in  the  final  volume  of  the  book. 
There  is  even  more  savour  of  the  sea  in  the  great  lyric 
landscape  called  Les  paysans  au  bord  de  la  mer  than  in  the 
idyllic  interior  called  Les  pauvres  gens.  There  we  felt  the 
sea-wind  and  saw  the  sea-mist  through  the  chinks  of  door 
and  window  ;  but  here  we  feel  all  the  sweep  of  the  west 
wind's  wings,  and  see  all  the  rush  of  rain  along  the  stormy 
shore  that  the  flock  of  leaping  waves  has  whitened  with  the 
shreddings  of  their  fleece.  We  remember  in  Les  Voix 
Lntérieures  the  all  but  matchless  music  of  the  song  of  the 
sea-wind's  trumpet,  and  in  the  notes  of  this  new  tune  we 
find  at  last  that  music  matched  and  deepened  and  pro- 
longed. In- the  great  lyric  book  which  gives  us  the  third  of 
the  four  blasts  blown  from  Les  Quatre  Vents  de  V Esprit, 
there  are  visions  as  august  and  melodies  as  austere  as  this  ; 
but  outside  the  vast  pale  of  the  master's  work  we  should 
look  for  the  likeness  of  such  songs  in  vain.  The  key  of  all 
its  tenderness  if  not  of  all  its  terror  is  struck  in  these  two 
first  verses. 

Les  pauvres  gens  de  la  côte, 
L'hiver,  quand  la  mer  est  haute 

Et  qu'il  fait  nuit, 
Viennent  où  finit  la  terre 
Voir  les  flots  pleins  de  mystère 

Et  pleins  de  bruit. 
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Ils  sondent  la  mer  sans  bornes  ; 
Ils  pensent  aux  écueils  mornes 

Et  triomphants  ; 
L'orpheline  pâle  et  seule 
Crie  :  ô  mon  père  !  et  l'aïeule 

Dit  :  mes  enfants  ! 

The  verses  which  translate  the  landscape  are  as  absolutely 
incomparable  in  their  line  as  those  which  render  the  emotion 
of  the  watchers.     Witness  this  : — 

Et  l'on  se  met  en  prières, 
Pendant  que  joncs  et  bruyères 

Et  bois  touffus, 
Vents  sans  borne  et  flots  sans  nombre, 
Jettent  dans  toute  cette  ombre 

Des  cris  confus. 

Here,  as  usual,  it  is  the  more  tragic  aspect  of  the  waters 
that  would  appear  to  have  most  deeply  impressed  the  sense 
or  appealed  to  the  spirit  of  Victor  Hugo.  He  seems  to 
regard  the  sea  with  yet  more  of  awe  than  of  love,  as  he  may 
be  said  to  regard  the  earth  with  even  more  of  love  than  of 
awe.  He  has  put  no  song  of  such  sweet  and  profound 
exultation,  such  kind  and  triumphant  motherhood,  into  the 
speaking  spirit  of  the  sea  as  into  the  voice  of  the  embodied 
earth.  He  has  heard  in  the  waves  no  word  so  bountiful 
and  benignant  as  the  message  of  such  verses  as  these  : — 

La  terre  est  calme  auprès  de  l'océan  grondeur  ; 
La  terre  est  belle  ;  elle  a  la  divine  pudeur 

De  se  cacher  sous  les  feuillages  ; 
Le  printemps  son  amant  vient  en  mai  la  baiser  ; 
Elle  envoie  au  tonnerre  altier  pour  l'apaiser 

La  fumée  humble  des  villages. 

K 
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Ne  frappe  pas,  tonnerre.     Ils  sonts  petits,  ceux-ci. 
La  terre  est  bonne  ;  elle  est  grave  et  sévère  aussi  ; 

Les  roses  sont  pures  comme  elle  ; 
Quiconque  pense,  espère  et  travaille  lui  plaît  ; 
Et  l'innocence  offerte  à  tout  homme  est  son  lait, 

Et  la  justice  est  sa  mamelle. 

La  terre  cache  l'or  et  montre  les  moissons  ; 
Elle  met  dans  le  flanc  des  fuyantes  saisons 

Le  germe  des  saisons  prochaines, 
Dans  l'azur  les  oiseaux  qui  chuchotent  :  aimons  ! 
Et  les  sources  au  fond  de  l'ombre,  et  sur  les  monts 

L'immense  tremblement  des  chênes. 

The  loving  loveliness  of  these  divine  verses  is  in  sharp 
contrast  with  the  fierce  resonance  of  those  in  which  the  sea's 
defiance  is  cast  as  a  challenge  to  the  hopes  and  dreams  of 
mankind  : — 

Je  suis  la  vaste  mêlée, 
Reptile,  étant  l'onde,  ailée, 

Etant  le  vent  ; 
Force  et  fuite,  haine  et  vie, 
Houle  immense,  poursuivie 
Et  poursuivant. 

The  motion  of  the  sea  was  never  till  now  so  perfectly 
done  into  words  as  in  these  three  last  lines  ;  but  anyone  to 
whom  the  water  was  as  dear  or  dearer  than  the  land  at  its 
loveliest  would  have  found  a  delight  as  of  love  no  less  con- 
ceivable than  a  passion  as  of  hatred  in  the  more  visible  and 
active  life  of  waves,  and  at  least  as  palpable  to  the  '  shaping 
spirit  of  imagination.'  It  remains  true,  after  all,  for  the 
greatest  as  for  the  humblest,  that — in  the  words  of  one  of 
the  very  few  poets  whose  verses  are  fit  to  quote  even  after  a 
verse  of  Hum's — 
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we  receive  but  what  we  give, 
And  in  our  life  alone  doth  nature  live  ; 

so  far,  at  least,  as  her  life  concerns  us,  and  is  perceptible  or 
appreciable  by  our  spirit  or  our  sense.  A  magnificent  in- 
stance of  purely  dramatic  vision,  in  which  the  lyric  note  is 
tempered  to  the  circumstance  of  the  speakers  with  a  kind 
of  triumphant  submission  and  severe  facility,  is  La  Chanson 
des  Doreurs  de  Proues.  The  poet's  unequalled  and  unap- 
proached  variety  in  mastery  of  metre  and  majesty  of  colour 
and  splendid  simplicity  of  style,  no  less  exact  than  sublime, 
and  no  less  accurate  than  passionate,  could  hardly  be  better 
shown  than  by  comparison  of  the  opening  verses  with  the 
stanza  cited  above. 

Nous  sommes  les  doreurs  de  proues. 
Les  vents,  tournant  comme  des  roues, 
Sur  la  verte  rondeur  des  eaux 
Mêlent  les  lueurs  et  les  ombres, 
Et  dans  les  plis  des  vagues  sombres 
Traînent  les  obliques  vaisseaux. 

La  bourrasque  décrit  des  courbes, 
Les  vents  sont  tortueux  et  fourbes, 
L'archer  noir  souffle  dans  son  cor, 
Ces  bruits  s'ajoutent  aux  vertiges, 
Et  c'est  nous  qui  dans  ces  prodiges 
Faisons  rôder  des  spectres  d'or. 

Car  c'est  un  spectre  que  la  proue. 
Le  flot  l'étreint,  l'air  la  secoue  ; 
Fière,  elle  sort  de  nos  bazars 
Pour  servir  aux  éclairs  de  cible, 
Et  pour  être  un  regard  terrible 
Parmi  les  sinistres  hasards. 
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It  is  more  than  fifty  years  since  Les  Orientales  rose 
radiant  upon  the  world  of  letters,  and  the  hand  which  gave 
them  to  mankind  has  lost  so  little  of  its  cunning  that  we  are 
wellnigh  tempted  to  doubt  whether  then,  for  all  its  skill  and 
sureness  of  touch,  it  had  quite  the  same  strength  and  might 
of  magnificent  craftsmanship  as  now.  There  was  fire  as 
well  as  music  on  the  lips  of  the  young  man,  but  the  ardour 
of  the  old  man's  song  seems  even  deeper  and  keener  than 
the  passion  of  his  past.  The  fervent  and  majestic  verses  of 
June  2,  1883,  strike  at  starting  the  note  of  measureless  pity 
and  immeasurable  indignation  which  rings  throughout  the 
main  part  of  the  fifth  and  last  volume  almost  louder  and 
fuller,  if  possible,  than  it  was  wont.  All  Victor  Hugo,  we 
may  say,  is  in  this  book  ;  it  is  as  one  of  those  ardent  evening 
skies  in  which  sunrise  and  sunset  seem  one  in  the  flush  of 
overarching  colour  which  glows  back  from  the  west  to  the 
east  with  reverberating  bloom  and  fervour  of  rose-blossom 
and  fire.  There  is  life  enough  in  it,  enough  of  the  breath 
and  spirit  and  life-blood  of  living  thought,  to  vivify  a  whole 
generation  of  punier  souls  and  feebler  hearts  with  the 
heat  of  his  fourscore  years.  It  may  be  doubted  whether 
there  ever  lived  a  poet  and  leader  of  men  to  whom  these 
glorious  verses  would  be  so  closely  applicable  as  to  their 
writer. 

Un  grand  esprit  en  marche  a  ses  rumeurs,  ses  houles, 

Ses  chocs,  et  fait  frémir  profondément  les  foules, 

Et  remue  en  passant  le  monde  autour  de  lui. 

On  est  épouvanté  si  l'on  n'est  ébloui  ; 

L'homme  comme  un  nuage  erre  et  change  de  forme  ; 

Nul,  si  petit  qu'il  soit,  échappe  au  souffle  énorme  ; 

Les  plus  humbles,  pendant  qu'il  parle,  ont  le  frisson. 
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Ainsi  quand,  évadé  dans  le  vaste  horizon, 
L'aquilon  qui  se  hâte  et  qui  cherche  aventure 
Tord  la  pluie  et  l'éclair,  comme  de  sa  ceinture 
Une  fille  défait  en  souriant  le  nœud, 
Quand  l'immense  vent  gronde  et  passe,  tout  s'émeut, 
Pas  un  brin  d'herbe  au  fond  des  ravins,  que  ne  touche 
Cette  rapidité  formidable  et  farouche. 

And  this  wind  '  bloweth  where  it  listeth  '  :  now  it  comes 
to  us  charged  with  all  the  heart  of  all  the  roses  in  the  world  ; 
its  breath  when  it  blows  towards  Greece  has  in  it  a  murmur 
as  of  Shelley's  Epipsychidion  ;  the  caress  of  its  love-making 
has  all  the  freedom  and  all  the  purity  of  Blake's  ;  now  it 
passes  by  us  in  darkness,  from  depth  to  depth  of  the  bitter 
mystery  of  night.  A  vision  of  ruined  worlds,  the  floating 
purgatorial  prisons  of  ruined  souls,  adrift  as  hulks  on  the 
sea  of  darkness  everlasting,  shows  us  the  harvest  in  eternity 
of  such  seed  as  was  sown  in  time  by  the  hands  of  such 
guides  and  rulers  of  men  as  we  hear  elsewhere  speaking 
softly  with  each  other  in  the  shadows,  within  hail  of  the 
confessional  and  the  scaffold.  The  loftiest  words  of  counsel 
sound  sweeter  in  the  speech  of  this  great  spirit  than  the 
warmest  whispers  of  pleasure  ;  and  again,  the  heaviest 
stroke  of  damning  satire  is  succeeded  by  the  tenderest  touch 
of  a  compassion  that  would  leave  not  a  bird  in  captivity. 
The  hand  that  opens  the  cage-door  is  the  same  which  has 
just  turned  the  key  on  the  braggart  swordsman,  neither 
'victorious'  nor  'dead,'  but  condemned  to  everlasting  prison 
behind  the  bars  of  iron  verse. 

But  the  two  long  poems  which  dominate  the  book,  like 
two  twin  summits  clothed  round  with  fiery  cloud  and  crowned 
with  stormy  sunshine,  tower  equal  in  height  and  mass  of 
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structure  with  the  stateliest  in  the  two  parts  preceding.  The 
voice  that  rolls  throughout  Les  Quatre  Jours  d'Elciis  the 
thunder  of  its  burning  words  reawakens  and  prolongs  the 
echo  of  Félibien's  pity  and  wrath  over  the  murdered  corpse 
of  a  child  unborn  ;  we  recognise  in  the  speaker  a  kinsman  of 
Welf  s,  the  unconquerable  old  castellan  of  Osbor,  delivered 
only  by  an  act  of  charity  into  the  treacherous  hands  of  the 
princes  whom  his  citadel  had  so  long  defied.  Of  Elciis,  as 
of  him,  the  poet  might  have  said — 

Si  la  mer  prononçait  des  noms  dans  ses  marées, 
O  vieillard,  ce  serait  des  noms  comme  le  tien. 

Such  names  will  no  doubt  provoke  the  soft  superior  smile 
of  a  culture  too  refined  for  any  sort  of  enthusiasm  but  the 
elegant  ecstasy  of  self-worship  ;  and  such  simplicity  will  ex- 
cite, on  the  other  hand,  a  deep-mouthed  bray  of  scorn  from 
the  whole  school  or  church  whose  apostle  in  France  was  St. 
Joseph  de  Maistre,  in  England  St.  Thomas  Coprostom,  late 
of  Craigenputtock  and  Chelsea  ;  the  literary  lappers  of 
imaginary  blood,  the  inkhorn  swordsmen  and  spokesmen  of 
immaterial  iron.  The  rage  of  their  contempt  for  such  as 
Hugo,  the  loathing  of  their  scorn  for  such  as  Shelley,  ought 
long  since  to  have  abashed  the  believers  in  principles  which 
find  no  abler  defenders  or  more  effective  champions  than 
these. 

For  it  is  true  that  the  main  truths  preached  and  enforced 
and  insisted  on  by  such  fanatical  rhetoricians  as  Milton,  as 
Mazzini,  or  as  Hugo,  are  as  old  as  the  very  notion  of  right 
and  wrong,  as  the  rudest  and  crudest  conception  of  truth 
itself  ;  and  it  is  undeniable  that  the  Gospel  according  to  St. 
Coprostom  has  the  invaluable  merit  of  pungent  eccentricity 
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and  comparatively  novel  paradox.  The  evangelist  of  '  golden 
silence  ' — whose  own  speech,  it  may  be  admitted,  was  c  quite 
other  '  than  '  silvern  ' — is  logically  justified  in  his  blatant  but 
ineffable  contempt  for  the  dull  old  doctrines  of  mere  mercy 
and  righteousness,  of  liberty  that  knows  no  higher  law  than 
duty,  of  duty  that  depends  for  its  existence  on  the  existence 
of  liberty.  Such  a  creed,  in  the  phrase  of  a  brother  philo- 
sopher whose  '  reminiscences  '  may  be  gathered  from  Shake- 
speare, and  whose  views  of  his  contemporaries  were  identical 
in  tone  and  expression  with  the  opinions  of  Mr.  Carlyle  on 
his,  was  mouldy  before  our  grandsires  had  nails  on  their  toes. 
It  is  far  more  intelligent,  more  original,  more  ingenious  than 
all  the  old  cant  and  rant  against  priests  and  kings  and  vow- 
breakers  and  blood-spillers,  to  discover  the  soul  of  goodness 
in  Ratbert  the  Second  or  Napoleon  the  Third,  and  observ- 
ingly  distil  it  out  into  analytic  and  monodramatic  blank 
verse.  And  it  will  never  be  said  that  this  reaction  against 
the  puerile  or  senile  preference  of  right  to  wrong  and  prin- 
ciple to  prosperity  has  not  been  carried  far  enough  in  our 
time.  Carlyle,  the  man  of  brass,  and  Musset,  the  man  of 
clay,  as  far  apart  on  all  other  points  as  two  writers  of  genius 
could  well  be,  have  shown  themselves  at  one  in  high-souled 
scorn  for  '  principles  of  mere  rebellion  '  such  as  Landor's 
and  Milton's,  or  for  such  'belief  in  a  new  Brutus'  as  might 
disturb  the  dream  of  Augustulus.  But,  even  as  an  old 
paradox  becomes  with  time  a  commonplace,  so  does  an  old 
commonplace  become  in  its  turn  a  paradox  ;  and  a  gener- 
ation whose  poets  and  historians  have  long  blown  the 
trumpet  before  the  legitimacy  of  Romanoffs  or  the  bastardy 
of  Bonapartes  may  properly  be  startled  and  scandalized 
at  the  childish  eccentricity  of  an   old-world   idealist  who 
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maintains  his  obsolete  and  preposterous  belief  that  massacre 
is  murder,  that  robbery  is  theft,  and  that  perjury  is  treason. 
No  newer  doctrine,  no  sounder  philosophy,  no  riper  wisdom 
than  this,  can  be  gathered  from  the  declamations  of  those 
idle  old  men — as  Goneril,  for  example,  would  have  called 
them — who  speak  this  poet's  mind  again  and  again  in  verse 
which  has  no  more  variety  of  splendour  or  magnificence  of 
music  than  the  sea. 

Hélas,  on  voit  encor  les  astres  se  lever, 

L'aube  sur  l'Apennin  jeter  sa  clarté  douce, 

L'oiseau  faire  son  nid  avec  des  brins  de  mousse, 

La  mer  battre  les  rocs  dans  ses  flux  et  reflux, 

Mais  la  grandeur  des  cœurs  c'est  ce  qu'on  ne  voit  plus. 

There  is  nothing  ingenious  in  that  ;  it  is  no  better,  intel- 
lectually considered,  than  a  passage  of  Homer  or  Isaiah. 

But  though  every  verse  has  the  ring  of  tested  gold,  and 
every  touch  gives  notice  of  the  master's  hand,  yet  the  glory 
even  of  these  Four  Days  is  eclipsed  by  the  Vision  of  Dante. 
Far  apart  and  opposite  as  they  stand  in  all  matters  of  poetic 
style  and  method — Dante  writing  with  the  rigid  and  re- 
served concision  of  a  Tacitus,  Hugo  with  the  rushing  yet 
harmonious  profusion  of  a  Pindar — the  later  master  is  the 
only  modern  poet  who  could  undertake  without  absurdity  or 
presumption  to  put  words  worthy  of  Dante  into  Dante's 
mouth.  The  brazen  clatter  of  Byron's  Prophecy  was  not  re- 
deemed or  brought  into  tune  by  the  noble  energy  and  sound 
insight  of  the  political  sympathies  expressed  in  the  accent 
of  a  stump-orator  to  the  tune  of  a  barrel-organ.  But  a  verse 
of  Hugo's  falls  often  as  solid  and  weighty  and  sure,  as  full 
in   significance  of  perfect   and  pregnant  sound,  as  even  a 
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verse  of  Alighieri's.  He  therefore,  but  he  alone,  had  the 
power  and  the  right  to  call  up  the  spirit  of  Dante  now  thirty 
years  ago,  and  bid  it  behold  all  the  horrors  of  Europe  in 
1853  ;  the  Europe  of  Haynau  and  Radetzky,  of  Nicholas 
the  First  and  Napoleon  the  Last.  Any  great  modern  poet's 
notion  of  an  everlasting  hell  must  of  course  be  less  merely 
material  than  Dante's  mechanism  of  hot  and  cold  circles, 
fire  and  ice,  ordure  and  mire  ;  but  here  is  the  same  absolute 
and  equitable  assent  to  justice,  the  same  fierce  and  ardent 
fidelity  to  conscience,  the  same  logic  and  the  same  loyalty 
as  his. 

O  sentence  !  ô  peine  sans  refuge  ! 
Tomber  dans  le  silence  et  la  brume  à  jamais  ! 
D'abord  quelque  clarté  des  lumineux  sommets 
Vous  laisse  distinguer  vos  mains  désespérées. 
On  tombe,  on  voit  passer  des  formes  effarées, 
Bouches  ouvertes,  fronts  ruisselants  de  sueur, 
Des  visages  hideux  qu'éclaire  une  lueur. 
Puis  on  ne  voit  plus  rien.     Tout  s'efface  et  recule. 
La  nuit  morne  succède  au  sombre  crépuscule. 
On  tombe.     On  n'est  pas  seul  dans  ces  limbes  d'en  bas  ; 
On  sent  frissonner  ceux  qu'on  ne  distingue  pas  ; 
On  ne  sait  si  ce  sont  des  hydres  ou  des  hommes  ; 
On  se  sent  devenir  les  larves  que  nous  sommes"; 
On  entrevoit  l'horreur  des  lieux  inaperçus, 
Et  l'abîme  au-dessous,  et  l'abîme  au-dessus. 
Puis  tout  est  vide  !  on  est  le  grain  que  le  vent  sème. 
On  n'entend  pas  le  cri  qu'on  a  poussé  soi-même 
On  sent  les  profondeurs  qui  s'emparent  de  vous 
Les  mains  ne  peuvent  plus  atteindre  les  genoux 
On  lève  au  ciel  les  yeux  et  l'on  voit  l'ombre  horrible  ; 
On  est  dans  l'impalpable,  on  est  dans  l'invisible  ; 
Des  souffles  par  moments  passent  dans  cette  nuit, 
uis  on  ne  sent  plus  rien. — Pas  un  vent,  pas  un  bruit, 
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Pas  un  souffle  ;  la  mort,  la  nuit  ;  nulle  rencontre  ; 
Rien,  pas  même  une  chute  affreuse  ne  se  montre  : 
Et  l'on  songe  à  la  vie,  au  soleil,  aux  amours, 
Et  l'on  pense  toujours,  et  l'on  tombe  toujours  ! 

The  resurrection  of  the  victims  to  give  evidence  at  the 
summons  of  the  archangel — a  heavy  cloud  of  witnesses, 

Triste,  livide,  énorme,  ayant  un  air  de  rage — 

men  bound  to  the  yoke  like  beasts,  women  with  bosoms 
gashed  by  the  whip,  children  with  their  skulls  cleft  open — is 
direful  as  any  less  real  and  actual  vision  of  the  elder  hell. 

Les  cris  d'enfant  surtout  venaient  à  mon  oreille  ; 
Car,  dans  cette  nuit-là,  gouffre  où  l'équité  veille, 
La  voix  des  innocents  sur  toute  autre  prévaut, 
C'est  le  cri  des  enfants  qui  monte  le  plus  haut, 
Et  le  vagissement  fait  le  bruit  du  tonnerre. 

The  appeal  for  justice  which  follows,  with  its  enumera- 
tion of  horrors  unspeakable  except  by  history  and  poetry,  is 
followed  in  its  turn  by  the  evocation  of  the  soldiers  whom 
this  army  of  martyrs  has  with  one  voice  designated  to  the 
angel  of  judgment  as  their  torturers  and  murderers.  The 
splendid  and  sonorous  verses  in  which  the  muster  of  these 
legions  after  legions,  with  their  garments  rolled  in  blood,  is 
made  to  defile  before  the  eyes  of  reader  or  hearer,  can  be 
matched  only  by  the  description  of  the  Swiss  mercenaries  in. 
Le  Régiment  du  baron  Madruce. 

Un  grand  vautour  doré  les  guidait  comme  un  phare. 
Tant  qu'ils  étaient  au  fond  de  l'ombre,  la  fanfare, 
Comme  un  aigle  agitant  ses  bruyants  ailerons, 
Chantait  claire  et  joyeuse  au  front  des  escadrons, 
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Trompettes  et  tambours  sonnaient,  et  des  centaures 
Frappaient  des  ronds  de  cuivre  entre  leurs  mains  sonores  ; 
Mais,  dès  qu'ils  arrivaient  devant  le  flamboiement, 
Les  clairons  effarés  se  taisaient  brusquement, 
Tout  ce  bruit  s'éteignait.     Reculant  en  désordre, 
Leurs  chevaux  se  cabraient  et  cherchaient  à  les  mordre, 
Et  la  lance  et  l'épée  échappaient  à  leur  poing. 

Challenged  to  make  answer,  the  assassins  of  Italy  and 
Hungary  plead  that  they  were  but  the  sword,  their  captains 
were  the  hand.  These  are  summoned  in  their  turn,  and 
cast  their  crimes  in  turn  upon  thejudges  who  bade  them  shed 
blood  and  applauded  their  bloodshedding  in  the  name  of 
law  and  justice.  And  the  judges  and  lawgivers  are  sum- 
moned in  their  stead. 

Ces  hommes  regardaient  l'ange  d'un  air  surpris  : 
Comme,  en  lettres  de  feu,  rayonnait  sur  sa  face 
Son  nom,  Justice,  entre  eux  ils  disaient  à  voix  basse  : 
Que  veut  dire  ce  mot  qu'il  porte  sur  son  front  ? 

Charged  with  their  complicity  in  all  the  public  crime  and 
shame  and  horror  of  their  period,  these  in  turn  cast  the  bur- 
den of  their  wrong-doing  on  the  princes  who  commanded 
them  and  they  obeyed,  seeing  how  the  priests  and  sooth- 
sayers had  from  all  time  assured  them  that  kings  were  the 
images  of  God.  The  images  of  God  are  summoned,  and 
appear,  in  the  likeness  of  every  form  of  evil  imaginable  by 
man. 

Devant  chaque  fantôme,  en  la  brume  glacée, 
Ayant  le  vague  aspect  d'une  croix  renversée, 
Venait  un  glaive  nu,  ferme  et  droit  dans  le  vent, 
Qu'aucun  bras  ne  tenait  et  qui  semblait  vivant. 
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Strange  shapes  of  winged  and  monstrous  beasts  were 
harnessed  to  the  chariots  on  which  the  thrones  of  the  earth 
were  borne  forward.  The  figure  seated  on  the  last  of  them 
will  be  recognisable  beyond  all  possibility  of  mistake  by  any 
reader  whose  eyes  have  ever  rested  on  a  face  which  beyond 
most  human  faces  bore  the  visible  image  and  superscription 
of  the  soul  behind  it. 

Les  trônes  approchaient  sous  les  lugubres  cieux  ; 
On  entendait  gémir  autour  des  noirs  essieux 
La  clameur  de  tous  ceux  qu'avaient  broyés  leurs  roues  ; 
Ils  venaient,  ils  fendaient  l'ombre  comme  des  proues  ; 
Sous  un  souffle  invisible  ils  semblaient  se  mouvoir  ; 
Rien  n'était  plus  étrange  et  plus  farouche  à  voir 
Que  ces  chars  effrayants  tourbillonnant  dans  l'ombre. 
Dans  le  gouffre  tranquille  où  l'humanité  sombre, 
Ces  trônes  de  la  terre  apparaissaient  hideux. 

Le  dernier  qui  venait,  horrible  au  milieu  d'eux, 

Etait  à  chaque  marche  encombré  de  squelettes 

Et  de  cadavres  froids  aux  bouches  violettes, 

Et  le  plancher  rougi  fumait,  de  sang  baigné  : 

Le  char  qui  le  portait  dans  l'ombre  était  traîné 

Par  un  hibou  tenant  dans  sa  griffe  une  hache. 

Un  être  aux  yeux  de  loup,  homme  par  la  moustache, 

Au  sommet  de  ce  char  s'agitait  étonné, 

Et  se  courbait  furtif,  livide  et  couronné. 

Pas  un  de  ces  césars  à  l'allure  guerrière 

Ne  regardait  cet  homme.     A  l'écart,  et  derrière, 

Vêtu  d'un  noir  manteau  qui  semblait  un  linceul, 

Espèce  de  lépreux  du  trône,  il  venait  seul  ; 

Il  posait  les  deux  mains  sur  sa  face  morose 

Comme  pour  empêcher  qu'on  y  vît  quelque  chose  ; 

Quand  parfois  il  ôtait  ses  mains  en  se  baissant, 

En  lettres  qui  semblaient  faites  avec  du  sang 

On  lisait  sur  son  front  ces  trois  mots  : — Je  le  jure. 
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It  is  a  fearful  thing,  said  the  Hebrew,  to  fall  into  the 
hands  of  the  living  God  ;  and  it  is  a  fearful  thing  for  a  male- 
factor to  fall  into  the  hands  of  an  ever-living  poet.  The 
injured  Caesars  of  Rome — Tiberius,  for  example,  and  Domi- 
tian — have  not  even  yet  been  delivered  by  the  most  consci- 
entious efforts  of  German  and  Anglo-German  Cassarists  out 
of  the  prison  whose  keys  are  kept  by  Juvenal  ;  and  a  greater 
than  Juvenal  is  here. 

Summoned  to  make  answer  to  the  charge  of  the  angel  of 
judgment,  even  these  also  have  their  resource  for  evasion,  and 
cast  all  their  crimes  upon  the  Pope. 

Il  nous  disait  :  Je  suis  celui  qui  parle  aux  rois  ; 
Quiconque  me  résiste  et  me  brave  est  impie. 
Ce  qu'ici-bas  j'écris,  là-haut  Dieu  le  copie. 
L'église,  mon  épouse,  éclose  au  mont  Thabor, 
A  fait  de  la  doctrine  une  cage  aux  fils  d'or, 
Et  comme  des  oiseaux  j'y  tiens  toutes  les  âmes. 

This  man  had  blessed  the  murderers  in  their  triumph, 
and  cursed  their  victims  in  the  grave  : — 

Sa  ceinture  servait  de  corde  à  nos  potences. 

Il  liait  de  ses  mains  l'agneau  sous  nos  sentences  ; 

Et  quand  on  nous  criait  :  Grâce  !  il  nous  criait  :  Feu  ! 

C'est  à  lui  que  le  mal  revient.     Voilà,  grand  Dieu, 

Ce  qu'il  a  fait  :  voilà  ce  qu'il  nous  a  fait  faire. 

Cet  homme  était  le  pôle  et  l'axe  de  la  sphère  ; 

Il  est  le  responsable  et  nous  le  dénonçons  ! 

Seigneur,  nous  n'avons  fait  que  suivre  ses  leçons, 

Seigneur,  nous  n'avons  fait  que  suivre  son  exemple. 

And  the  pontiff  whose  advent  and  whose  promises  had 
been  hailed  with  such  noble  trust  and  acclaimed  with  such 
noble   thankfulness   by   those   who   believed   in   him  as  a 
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deliverer — by  Landor  among  others,  and  by  Hugo  himself — 
the  Caiaphas-Iscariot  whose  benediction  had  consecrated 
massacre  and  anointed  perjury  with  the  rancid  oil  of  mal- 
odorous gladness  above  its  fellows  in  empire  and  in  crime — 
is  summoned  out  of  darkness  to  receive  sentence  by  the 
sevenfold  sounding  of  trumpets. 

Vêtu  de  lin  plus  blanc  qu'un  encensoir  qui  fume, 
Il  avait,  spectre  blême  aux  idoles  pareil, 
Les  baisers  de  la  foule  empreints  sur  son  orteil, 
Dans  sa  droite  un  bâton  comme  l'antique  archonte, 
Sur  son  front  la  tiare,  et  dans  ses  yeux  la  honte. 
De  son  cou  descendait  un  long  manteau  doré, 
Et  dans  son  poignet  gauche  il  tenait,  effaré, 
Comme  un  voleur  surpris  par  celui  qu'il  dérobe, 
Des  clefs  qu'il  essayait  de  cacher  sous  sa  robe. 
Il  était  effrayant  à  force  de  terreur. 

Quand  surgit  ce  vieillard,  on  vit  dans  la  lueur 
L'ombre  et  le  mouvement  de  quelqu'un  qui  se  penche. 
A  l'apparition  de  cette  robe  blanche, 
Au  plus  noir  de  l'abîme  un  tonnerre  gronda. 

Then  from  all  points  of  the  immeasurable  spaces,  from 
the  womb  of  the  cloud  and  the  edge  of  the  pit,  is  witness 
given  against  Pope  Pius  IX.  by  the  tyrants  and  the  victims, 
mothers  and  children  and  old  men,  the  judges  and  the 
judged,  the  murderers  mingling  with  the  murdered,  great  and 
small,  obscure  and  famous. 

Tous  ceux  que  j'avais  vus  passer  dans  les  ténèbres, 
Avançant  leur  front  triste,  ouvrant  leur  œil  terni, 
Fourmillement  affreux  qui  peuplait  l'infini, 
Tous  ces  spectres,  vivant,  parlant,  riant  naguère, 
Martyrs,  bourreaux,  et  gens  du  peuple  et  gens  de  guerre, 
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Regardant  l'homme  blanc  d'épouvante  ébloui, 
Élevèrent  la  main  et  crièrent  :  C'est  lui. 

Et  pendant  qu'ils  criaient,  sa  robe  devint  rouge. 

Au  fond  du  gouffre  où  rien  ne  tressaille  et  ne  bouge 
Un  écho  répéta  : — C'est  lui  ! — Les  sombres  rois 
Dirent  : — C'est  lui  !  c'est  lui  !  c'est  lui  !  voilà  sa  croix  ! 
Les  clefs  du  paradis  sont  dans  ses  mains  fatales. — 
Et  l'homme-loup,  debout  sur  les  cadavres  pâles 
Dont  le  sang  tiède  encor  tombait  dans  l'infini, 
Cria  d'une  voix  rauque  et  sourde  : — Il  m'a  béni  ! 

A  judgment  less  terrible  than  what  follows  is  that  by 
which  Dante  long  ago  made  fast  the  gates  of  hell  upon 
Nicholas  and  Boniface  and  Clement  with  one  stroke  of  his 
inevitable  hand.  The  ghastly  agony  of  the  condemned  is 
given  with  all  the  bitterest  realism  of  the  great  elder  anti- 
papist  who  sent  so  many  vicars  of  Christ  to  everlasting 
torment  for  less  offences  than  those  of  Mastai-Ferretti. 

Lui  se  tourna  vers  l'ange  en  frissonnant, 
Et  je  vis  le  spectacle  horrible  et  surprenant 
D'un  homme  qui  vieillit  pendant  qu'on  le  regarde. 
L'agonie  éteignit  sa  prunelle  hagarde, 
Sa  bouche  bégaya,  son  jarret  se  rompit, 
Ses  cheveux  blanchissaient  sur  son  front  décrépit, 
Ses  tempes  se  ridaient  comme  si  les  années 
S'étaient  subitement  sur  sa  face  acharnées, 
Ses  yeux  pleuraient,  ses  dents  claquaient  comme  au  gibet 
Les  genoux  d'un  squelette,  et  sa  peau  se  plombait, 
Et,  stupide,  il  baissait,  à  chaque  instant  plus  pâle, 
Sa  tête  qu'écrasait  la  tiare  papale. 

From  the  sentence  passed  upon  him  after  the  avowal 
extorted  by  the  angel  of  doom  that  he  has  none   in   the 
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world  above  him  but  God  alone  on  whom  to  cast  the  re- 
sponsibility of  his  works,  not  a  word  may  be  taken  away  for 
the  purpose  of  quotation,  as  not  a  word  could  have  been 
added  to  it  by  Dante  or  by  Ezekiel  himself.  But  about  the 
eternity  of  his  damnation  there  is  not,  happily  for  the  human 
conscience,  any  manner  of  doubt  possible  ;  it  must  endure 
as  long  as  the  poem  which  proclaims  it  :  in  other  words,  as 
long  as  the  immortality  of  poetry  itself. 

This  great  and  terrible  poem,  the  very  crown  or  coping- 
stone  of  all  the  Châtiments,  has  a  certain  affinity  with  two 
others  in  which  the  poet's  yearning  after  justice  and  mercy 
has  borne  his  passionate  imagination  as  high  and  far  as  here. 
In  Sultan  Mourad  his  immeasurable  and  incomparable 
depth  of  pity  and  charity  seems  wellnigh  to  have  swallowed 
up  all  sense  of  necessary  retribution  :  it  is  perhaps  because 
the  portentous  array  of  crimes  enumerated  is  remote  in 
time  and  place  from  all  experience  of  ours  that  conscience 
can  allow  the  tenderness  and  sublimity  of  its  inspiration  to 
justify  the  moral  and  ratify  the  sentence  of  the  poem  : — 

Viens  !  tu  fus  bon  un  jour,  sois  à  jamais  heureux. 
Entre,  transfiguré  !  tes  crimes  ténébreux, 
O  roi,  derrière  toi  s'effacent  dans  les  gloires  ; 
Tourne  la  tête,  et  vois  blanchir  tes  ailes  noires. 

But  in  the  crowning  song  of  all  the  great  three  cycles 
every  need  and  every  instinct  of  the  spirit  may  find  the 
perfect  exaltation  of  content.  The  vast  and  profound  sense 
of  ultimate  and  inevitable  equity  which  animates  every  line 
of  it  is  as  firm  and  clear  as  the  solid  and  massive  splendour 
of  its  articulate  expression.  The  date  of  it  is  outside  and 
beyond  the  lapse  of  the  centuries  of  time  ;  but  the  rule  of 
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the  law  of  righteousness  is  there  more  evident  and  indis- 
putable than  ever  during  the  flight  of  these.  Hardly  in  the 
Hebrew  prophecies  is  such  distinct  and  vivid  sublimity,  as 
of  actual  and  all  but  palpable  vision,  so  thoroughly  impreg- 
nated with  moral  and  spiritual  emotion.  Not  a  verse  of  all 
that  strike  root  into  the  memory  for  ever  but  is  great  alike 
by  imagination  and  by  faith.     In  such  a  single  line  as  this — 

Que  qui  n'entendit  pas  le  remords  l'entendrait — 

there  is  the  very  note  of  conscience  done  into  speech,  cast 
into  form,  forged  into  substance 

Avec  de  l'équité  condensée  en  airain. 

But  this  couplet,  for  immensity  of  imaginative  range,  is  of  one 
birth  with  the  sublimest  verses  in  the  Book  of  Job  : — 

Et  toute  l'épouvante  éparse  au  ciel  est  sœur 
De  cet  impénétrable  et  morne  avertisseur. 

From  the  magnificent  overture  to  the  second  series,  in 
which  the  poet  has  embodied  in  audible  and  visible  symbol 
the  vision  whence  this  book  was  conceived — a  vision  so  far 
surpassing  the  perhaps  unconsciously  imitative  inspiration 
of  the  Apocalypse,  with  its  incurably  lame  and  arduously 
prosaic  efforts  to  reproduce  the  effect  or  mimic  the  majesty 
of  earlier  prophecies,  that  we  are  amazed  if  not  scandalized 
to  find  that  book  actually  bracketed  in  one  sublime  passage 
of  this  prelude  with  the  greatest  spiritual  poem  in  the  world, 
the  Oresteia  of  ^Eschylus — the  reader  would  infer  that  any 
student  wishing  to  give  a  notion  of  the  Légende  des  Siècles 
ought  to  have  dwelt  less  than  I  have  done  upon  a  few  of  its 
innumerable  beauties,  and  more  than  I  have  done  upon  the 
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impression  of  its  incomparable  grandeur.  But  samples  of 
pure  sweetness  and  beauty  are  more  easily  and  perhaps 
more  profitably  detached  for  quotation  from  their  context 
than  samples  of  a  sublimity  which  can  only  be  felt  by  full 
and  appreciative  study  of  an  entire  and  perfect  poem.  And 
it  is  rather  from  the  prelude  itself  than  from  any  possible 
commentary  on  it  that  a  thoughtful  and  careful  reader  will 
seek  to  gather  the  aim  and  meaning  of  the  book.  It  is 
there  likened  to  a  vast  disjointed  ruin  lit  by  gleams  of 
light — '  le  reste  effrayant  de  Babel  ' — a  palace  and  a  charnel 
in  one,  built  by  doom  for  death  to  dwell  in  : — 

Où  se  posent  pourtant  parfois,  quand  elles  l'osent, 
De  la  façon  dont  l'aile  et  le  rayon  se  posent, 
La  liberté,  lumière,  et  l'espérance,  oiseau. 

But  over  and  within  this  book — 

traduit 
Du  passé,  du  tombeau,  du  gouffre  et  de  la  nuit — 

faith  shines  as  a  kindling  torch,  hope  breathes  as  a  quick- 
ening wind,  love  burns  as  a  cleansing  fire.  It  is  tragic, 
not  with  the  hopeless  tragedy  of  Dante  or  the  all  but  hope- 
less tragedy  of  Shakespeare.  Whether  we  can  or  cannot 
share  the  infinite  hope  and  inviolable  faith  to  which  the 
whole  active  and  suffering  life  of  the  poet  has  borne  such 
unbroken  and  imperishable  witness,  we  cannot  in  any  case 
but  recognise  the  greatness  and  heroism  of  his  love  for 
mankind.  As  in  the  case  of  ^Eschylus  it  is  the  hunger  and 
thirst  after  righteousness,  the  deep  desire  for  perfect  justice 
in  heaven  as  on  earth,  which  would  seem  to  assure  the  pro- 
phet's inmost  heart  of  its  final  triumph  by  the  prevalence  of 
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wisdom  and  of  light  over  all  claims  and  all  pleas  established 
or  asserted  by  the  children  of  darkness,  so  in  the  case  of 
Victor  Hugo  is  it  the  hunger  and  thirst  after  reconciliation, 
the  love  of  loving-kindness,  the  master  passion  of  mercy, 
which  persists  in  hope  and  insists  on  faith,  even  in  face  of 
the  hardest  and  darkest  experience  through  which  a  nation 
or  a  man  can  pass.  When  evil  was  most  triumphant 
throughout  Europe,  he  put  forth  in  a  single  book  of  verse, 
published  with  strange  difficulty  against  incredible  impedi- 
ments, such  a  protest  as  would  entitle  him  to  say,  in  the 
very  words  he  has  given  to  the  Olympian  of  old — 

Quand,  dans  le  saint  pœan  par  les  mondes  chanté, 

L'harmonie  amoindrie  avorte  ou  dégénère, 

Je  rends  le  rhythme  aux  cieux  par  un  coup  de  tonnerre  : 

and  now  more  than  ever  would  the  verses  that  follow  befit 
the  lips  of  their  author,  if  speaking  in  his  own  person  : — 

Mon  crâne  plein  d'échos,  plein  de  lueurs,  plein  d'yeux, 

Est  l'antre  éblouissant  du  grand  Pan  radieux  ; 

En  me  voyant  on  croit  entendre  le  murmure 

De  la  ville  habitée  et  de  la  moisson  mûre, 

Le  bruit  du  gouffre  au  chant  de  l'azur  réuni, 

L'onde  sur  l'océan,  le  vent  dans  l'infini, 

Et  le  frémissement  des  deux  ailes  du  cygne. 

It  is  held  unseemly  to  speak  of  the  living  as  we  speak  of 
the  dead  ;  when  Victor  Hugo  has  joined  the  company  of 
his  equals,  but  apparently  not  till  then,  it  will  seem  strange 
to  regard  the  giver  of  all  the  gifts  we  have  received  from 
him  with  less  than  love  that  deepens  into  worship,  than 
worship  that  brightens  into  love.  Meantime  it  is  only  in 
the  phrase  of  one  of  his  own  kindred,  poet  and  exile  and 
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prophet  of  a  darker  age  than  his,  that  the  last  word  should 
here  be  spoken  of  the  man  by  whose  name  our  century 
will  be  known  for  ever  to  all  ages  and  nations  that  keep  any 
record  or  memory  of  what  was  highest  and  most  memorable 
in  the  spiritual  history  of  the  past  : — 

Onorate  1'  altissimo  poeta. 
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,  cloth  extra,  $s.  6d.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Babylon.    12  Illustrations.  1  The  Devil's  Die. 

Strange  Stories.  |  This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Beckoning  Hand.        The  Tents  of  Shem. 

For  Maimie's  Sake.  I  The  Great  Taboo. 
Philistia.  Dumaresq's  Daughter, 

In  all  Shades.  !  Under  Sealed  Orders. 

Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6J. 


The  Duchess  of  Powysland, 
Blood  Royal. 

Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 
The  Scallywag.    24  Iliusts. 
At  Market  Value. 


Anderson  (Mary).— Othello's  Occupation.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Antrobus  (C.  L.).  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  doth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

Quality  Corner  t  A  Study  of  Remorse,  _     I     Wildersmoor. 

Arnold  (Edwin  Lester),  Stories  by. 

The   Wonderful  Adventures  of  Phra  the   Phœnician.    Crown  gvo,  cloth  extra,  with  12 

Illustrations  by  H.  M.  PAGET,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas.    With  Frontispiece  by  S.  !..  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

Artemus  Ward's  Works.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  y.  6d.— Also  a  POPULAR  EDITION  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  ?s. 

Ashton  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 

Humour,  Wit,  and  Satire  of  the  Seventeenth  Century.    With  «2  Illustrations. 
English  Caricature  and  Satire  on  Napoleon  the  First.    With  115  Illustrations. 

Social  Life  in  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    With  85  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Social  Life  under  the  Regency.    With  90  Illustrations, 
Florizel's  Folly  ;  The  Story  of  George  IV.    With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  12  Illustrations 


Bacteria,  Yeast  Fungi,  and  Allied  Species,  A  Synopsis  of.     By 

W.  B.  GROVE,  B.A.    With  87  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

Baildon   (H.    B.).— Robert   Louis  Stevenson  :    A    Life    Study    m 

Criticism.    With  2  Portraits.     Crown  8to,  buckram,  6s. 


a    CHATTO  &  VVJNDUS,  Publishers,   in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


Bardsley  (Rev.  C.  Wareing,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

English  Surnames  :  Their  Sources  and  Significations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  id. 
Curiosities  ot  Puritan  Nomenclature.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  id. 


Barr  (Robert:  Luke  Sharp),  Stories  by.     Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Demain  Hammond. 

From  Whose  Bourne,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

Revenge  !     With  12  Illustrations  by  LANCELOT  SPEED  and  others. 

A  Woman  Intervenes.      With  8  Illustrations  by  HAL  Hurst. 

The  Unchanging  East  :   Notes  on  a  Visit  to  the  Farther  Edge  of  the  Mediterranean.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Merry  Monarch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 

top,  6s, [injtrily 

Barrett  (Frank),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  cr.  each  ;  cloth,  ?s.  6d.  each. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich.  John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate. 

Between  Life  and  Death.  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 

Folly  Morrison.     |     Honest  Davie.  Lieut.  Barnabas.    |     Found  Guilty. 

Little  Lady  Linton.  For  Love  and  Honour. 

A  Prodigal's  Progress.  

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  as.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  as.  id.  e.-u  h 
Fettered  for  Life.   |    The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets.    |     The  Harding  Scandal 
A  Missing  Witness.     With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  MARGETSON. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  id.  each. 
Under  a  Strange  Mask.    With  19  Illusts.  by  E.  F.Brewtnall.  |     Was  She  Justified  ? 

Barrett  (Joan).— Monte  Carlo  Stories.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Besant  (Sir  Walter)  and  James  Rice,  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  as.  id.  eacii. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy.i  This  Son  of  Vulcan.                !  The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Golden  Butterfly.        The  Monks  of  Thelema,         I  The  Case  or  Mr.  Lucraft. 
My  Little  Girl.                       By  Cella's  Arbour.                     'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay, 
With  Harp  and  Crown.    I  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet.]  1  The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
***  There  are  also  LIBRARY  Editions  of  all  the  above,  excepting  the  first  two.     Large    crown  &•.  o, 
c'.oth  extra,  61.  each . 

Besant  (SiFWalter),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  %s.  id.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each  :  cloth  limp,  as.  id.  each. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.    With  12  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Earnard. 
The  Captains'  Room,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
fill  In  a  Garden  Fair.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories.  |         Children  of  Glbeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then.   With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
Herr  Paulus:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall.         |         The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy. 
To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
The  Holy  Rose,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  BARNARD. 

Armorel  of  Lyopesse  :  A  Romance  of  To-day.    With  12  Illustrations  by  F.  Baknaip. 
St.  Katberlne's  by  the  Tower.    With  12  Illustrations  by  C.  Green.— Also  in  picture  cl^th,  fUt 

back,  as. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Gordon  Browne. 
The  Ivory  Gate.  I        The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice.  With  12  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Hyde. 

In  Deacon's  Orders,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  A.  Forestier.     |         The  Revolt  of  Man. 
The  Master  Craftsman.     I     The  City  of  Refuge. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  Fountain  Sealed.        |        The  Changeling.        1        The  Fourth  Generation, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  dr.  each. 
The  Orange  Girl.    With  S  Illustrations  by  F.  PEGRAM. 
The  Lady  of  Lynn.    With  u  Illustrations  by  G.  Demain-Hammond. 

POPULAr'EDITIONS,  Medium  &vo~6d.  e  ich. 
The  Golden  Butterfly.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy.      |        The  Orange  Girl. 

The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.  By  Sir  Walter  Besant  and  Walter  H.  Pol  lock. 

With  50  Illustrations  by  CHRIS  HAMMOND  and  JULE  GOODMAN.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3*.  id. 
Fifty  Years  Ago.    With  144  Illustrations.    Crown8vo7 cloth,  3s.  6d. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferiea.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
London.    With  125  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Westminster.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  Walker,  R.E.,and  130  Illustrations  hv 

WILLIAM  PATTEN  and  others.     LIBRARY  EDITION,  demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,    if,  ; 

Popular  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  7*.  id. 
South   London.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.   WALKER.  R.E„  and  118  Illustrations. 

Demy  Svo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top.  tZs.  :  POPULAR  EDITION,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  is  id. 
East    London.    With  an  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  Walker,  and  55  Illustrations  by  Pu  11. 

MAY,  L.  RAVEN  HILL,  and  JOSEPH  PENNELL.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  r8j. 
Jerusalem  :  The  City  of  Herod  and  Saladin.     By  WALTER  BESANT  and  E.  H.  PALMER.       Fourth 

Edition.     With  a  new  Chapter,  a  Map,  and  n  Illustrations   Small  demy  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Bir  Richard  Whittington.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  3J.  6A 
Gaspard  de  Goligny.    With  a  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  3s.  id. 

fiB  We  Are,  and  As  We  May  Be.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  is.  [Skortly. 

■  •■ay*  and  Historiettes.     Crown  *vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  is.  [Shtrfly. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  ill  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.      3 

Baring  Gould  (Sabine,  Author  of  'John  Herring,'  &c).  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  dd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Red  Spider. I     Eva.      

Beaconsfield,  Lord,  u  By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  55. 
Bechstein    (Ludwig). — As    Pretty    as    Seven,   and  other  German 

Stories.    With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  GRIMM,  and  98  Illustrations  by  RlCliTER.    Square 
3vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges.  js.  6d.  

Bellew  (Frank).— The  Art  of  Amusing:    A  Collection  of  Graceful 

Arts,  Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.    With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Bennett  (Arnold). — The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel.    Crown  «vo,  cloth, 

gilt  top,  6s.  

BennettlWTcTTXL.D.). — Songs  for  Sailors.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 
Bewick  (Thomas)  and  his  Pupils.     By  Austin  Dobson.     With  95 

Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  $s.  6d. 

Bierce  (Ambrose). — In  the  Midst  of  Life:    Tales  of  Soldiers  and 

Civilians.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Bill  Nye's  Comic  History  of  the  United  States.     With  146  ïllu s- 

trations  by  F.  OPPER.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6.Y. 

Bindloss  (Harold),  Novels  by. 

Ainslle's  Ju-Ju  :  A  Romance  of  the  Hinterland,    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d. 

A  Sourer  of  Wheat.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6r.  

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Handbooks. 


Academy  Notes,  1901.    200  Illustrations. 
Academy  Notée,  1875-79.     Complete  in 

One  Vol..  with  600  Illustrations.    Cloth,  6s. 
Academy  Notes,  1890-94.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  800  Illustrations.    Cloth,  -js.  6d. 
Academy  Notes.  1895-99.     Complete  in 

One  Vol., with  800  Illustrations.    Cloth,  o.r. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With 

300  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  6s. 
Grosvenor  Notes, Vol.  II.,  1883-87.  With 

300  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  III.,  1388-90.    With 

230  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo  cloth,  <Jr,  6rf, 
The    New   Gallery,  1888-1892.     With   250 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
English  Pictures  at  the  National  Gallery, 

With  114  Illustrations,    is. 
Old    Masters   at    the   National   Gallery. 

With  128  Illustrations,     is.  Ci. 
Illustrated    Catalogue    to   the   National 

Gallery.    With  242  IUusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  3*. 


Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Paris  Salon,  1901.  Wiih  400  Illustrations.    Demy  8ro,  31. 

Bodkin    (M.   McD.,    K.C.).— Dora    Myrl,   the     Lady    Detective. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6rf.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2-r. , 

Bourget  (Paul).— A  Living  Lie.     Translated  by  John  de  Villiers. 

With  special  Preface  for  the  English  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Books  by. 

English  Merchants:  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Commerce.     With  32  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6d. 
English  Newspapers  :  Chapters  in  the  History  of  Journalism.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  251. 
The  Other  Side  of  the  Emin  Pasha  Relief  Expedition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

Boyd.— A  Versailles  Christmas=tide.    By  Mary  Stuart  Boyd.  With 

53  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  BOYD.    Fcap.  4to.  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,  6s. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  is.  each. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land.    |        Camp  Notes.        |        Savage  Life. 


Brand    (John).— Observations   on   Popular   Antiquities;    chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies-,  and  Superstitions.    With  the  Additions  of  Si* 
Henry  Ellis.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  6d. __ 

Brayshaw  (J.  Dodsworth). — Slum  Silhouettes:  Stones ot  L,onaon 

Life.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. ^^ 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Famous  Names  in  Fiction,  Allusions,  References. 
Proverbs,  Plots,  Stories,  and  Poems.  Together  with  an  English  and  American 
bibliography,  and  a  List  of  the  Authors  and  Dates  of  Dramas  and  Operas,  a 
New  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6,i. 

Brewster  (Sir» David),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  4s.  6d.  each . 

More  Worlds  than  One  :  Creed  of  the  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  the  Christinn.    With  Plates, 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kepler.    With  Portraits. 
Letters  on  Natural  Magic.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Brillat=Savarin.— Gastronomy    as   a   Fine   Art.      Translated  by 

R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2£. 

Bryden  (H.  A.). — An    Exiled   Scot:  A  Romance.     With  a  Frontis- 
piece, by  J.  S.  CROMPTON,  R.I.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


4    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,   m  St.  Martin's  Lane.  London,  VV.C. 
Brydges    (Harold).— Uncle  Sam   at  Home.     With  91  Illustrations. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2r.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6rf. 


Buchanan  (Robert),  Poems  and  Novels  by 

The  Complete  Poetical  Works 

Portrait  Frontispiece  to  each  volume, 


The  Complete  Poetical  Works  of  Robert  Buchanan,    i  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  with 
it  Fro 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Devil's  Case  :  a  Bank  Holiday  Interlude.     Witn  6  Illustrations. 
The  Earthquake;  or.  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 
The  Wandering  Jew:  a  Christmas  Carol. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  «■.  6d.  each. 
The  Outcast:  a  Rhyme  for  the  Time. 
The  Ballad  of  Mary  the  Mother:  a  Christmas  Carol. 

St.  Abe  and  his  Seven  Wives.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  jr.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  21.  each. 


The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature.    With  Frontispiece. 
God  and  the  Man.  With  n  Illustrations  by 
Lady  Kilpatriok.          (Fred.  Barnard. 
The    Martyrdom    of    Madeline.     With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  COOPER.  


Love  Me  for  Ever,    With  Frontispiece. 
Annan  Water.  [  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  New  Abelard.  I  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.    With  Frontispiece. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine.    With  Frontispiece. 
The  Heir  of  Llnne.  |  Woman  and  the  Man. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  jr.  6d.  each. 
Red  and  White  Heather.     I        Andromeda:  An  Idyll  of  the  Great  River. 

The  Charlatan.    By  Robert  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  a 
Frontispiece  by  T.  H.  ROBINSON,  jr.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is. 


Burton  (Robert).— The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     With  Transla- 
tions of  the  Quotations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7f.  6d. 
Melanoholy  Anatoml sed:   An  Abridgment  of  BURTON'S  ANATOMY.    Post  8vo,  hali-cl.,  is.  6d. 

Caine  (Hall),   Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each.  ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.    |        A  Son  of  Hagar.  |        The  Deemster. 

Also  Library  ton  ions  of  The  Deemster  and  The  Shadow  of  a  Crime,  set  in  new  type, 
crown  8vo,  and  bound  uniform  with  The  Christian,  fts.  each;  and  Cheap  Popular  Editions  ot 
The  Deemster,  The  Shadow  of  a  Crime,  ami  A  Son  of  Hagar,  medium  8vo.  portrait-cover, 
6-/.  each.— Also  the  Fine-paper  Edition  of  The  Deemster,  post  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  is.  net; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  jr.  net. 

Cameron  (Commander  V.  Lovett).— The  Cruise  of  the  'Black 

Prince'  Privateer.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is. 

Canada  (Greater)  :   The  Past.   Present,  and  Future  of  the  Canadian 

North-West.     By  E.  B.  QSBORN.  B.A.     With  a  Map.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3*.  td. 

Captain    Coignet,    Soldier   of    the    Empire:    An   Autobiography. 

Edited  by  LOREDAN  LarCHEY.     Translated  by  Mrs.  CAREY.     With  100  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo. 
cloth.  3-r.  6d. - 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  is.  6d. 

Correspondence  of   Thomas   Carlyle   and  R.  W.  Emerson,  1834-1872.     Edited  by 
C  E.  NORTON.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2+s. 

Carruth  (Hayden).—  The  Adventures  of  Jones.     With  17  Illustra- 
tions.   Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  is. 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Life  by. 

The  King  in  Yellow.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6d .  ;  fcap.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  td. 
In  the  Quarter.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with   Essay  by  A.  C  SWINBURNE.— Vol. 
III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  doth,  jr.  6d.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell).— The  Minor  Chord:  The- Story  of  a  Prima 

Donna.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children  :   A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 

8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.     With  the  Story  of  his  Times  and  his  Work.      By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HAWEIS. 
A  New  Edition,  revised.     With  a  Frontispiece.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  is.  Cd. ^__^ 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.  With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open- 
ings.    By  HOWARD  Staunton.    Edited  by  R.  B.  WORMALD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  -r. 

The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  :  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.     By  F.  K.  YOUNG  and  E.  C.  Howell.     Long  fcap.  wo,  cloth,  is.  6V. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament.  Containing  the  Authorised  Account  of  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Seot.,  1895.  With  Annotations  by  PlLLSBURY.  L.ASKER,  TarraSCH.  STKINITZ, 
SCHIFKERS.  TE1QHMANN,  BARDELEBEN,  BLACKBURN^:.  GUNSBERG,  TlNSLEl'.  MASON, and 
ALBIN  ;  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters,  and  22  Portraits.  Edited  by  H.  F.  CHESHIRE. 
Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  $s. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,   fit  St.  Martins  Lade,   London,    W.C.    fi 
Clare  (Austin),  Stories  by. 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  :  cloth,  zs.  6d. 

By  tbe  Rise  of  the  River:  Tales  and  Sketches  in  South  Tynedale.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  %s.  6d.  each  ;  picture  boards,  zs.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll. I  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Clodd  (Edward,  F.R.A.S.).— Myths  and  Dreams.    Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 

Coates  (Anne).— Rie's  Diary.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by. 

The  Care  of  Souls.    Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  zs. 

The  Red  Sultan.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  b.i. 

Coleridge  (M.  E.).— The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.   Fcap.  8vo, 

leatherette,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  bd. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 


Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jonathan  Swift.    A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8j, 

Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  31.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

You  Play  me  False.  I         The  Village  Comedy. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Transmigration.  Sweet  Anne  Page.  Frances. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Sweet  and  Twenty. 


Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  many  Illustrated,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  zs.  each; 
cloth  limp,  as.  6./.  each. 
*  Antonina.  :       My  Miscellanies.  ;       Jezebel's  Daughter. 

«Basil.  Armadale.  The  Black  Robe. 


Hide  and  Seek. 
«The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Moonstone. 
•Han  and  Wife. 
•The  Dead  Secret. 

After  Dark. 

The  Queen  of  Hearts. 


Poor  Miss  Finch.  Heart  and  Science. 


'  I  Say  No.' 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love. 


Miss  or  Mrs. 
The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
No  Name.  The  Fallen  Leaves. 

***  Marked  *  have  been  reset  in  new  type,  in  uniform  style. 

POPULAR  EDITIONS.     Medium  8vo,  6d.  each  ;  cloth,  1*.  each. 

The  Moonstone.  I        Antonina. |    The  Dead  Secret. 

Medium  8yo,  td.  each. 
The  Woman  in  White.     I        The  New  Magdalen.        |  Man  and  Wife. 


Colman's  (George)  Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins,'  -My  Night- 
gown and  Slippers,'  &c.    With  Life  and  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Colquhoun    (M.  J.).— Every   Inch  a  Soldier.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Colt>breaking,  Hints  on.     By  W.  M.  Hutchison.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 
Compton    (Herbert). — The    Inimitable    Mrs.   Massingham:    a 

Romance  of  Botany  Bay.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Convalescent  Cookery.    By  Catherine  Ryan.    Cr.  8vo,  15.  ;  cl.,  15.  6d. 
Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Oeoffory  Hamilton.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Cornish  (J.  F.).  — Sour  Grapes  ;  A  Novel.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.     Collected  by  Robert  HUNT,  F.R.S.      With 
two  Steel  Plates  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Cotes  (VTCec il).— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge.     With  44  illustrations~by 

F.  H.  TOWNSEND.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  :  post  810,  cloth,  zs.  6d. 

Craddock  (C.  Egbert),  Stories  by. 

The   Prophet   of    the    Great  Smoky  Mountains.      Crown   Svo,   cloth,   31.   6d.  :  post   8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  ss. 
HlS  Vanished  Star.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3*.  M. 


6    CMATTO  St.  W1NDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W;C 
Cram    (Ralph   Adams).— Black  Spirits  and   White.      Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth,  u.    6d. 

Crellin  (H.  N.),  Books  by. 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio.    With  28  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  Wood.   Crown  8vo,  doth,  3».  Cd. 

Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is. 

The  Nazarenes:  A  Drama.    Crown  3vo,  is. 

Crim  (Matt.).— Adventures  of  a   Fair  Rebel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  a  Frontispiece  by  DAN.  BEARD,  3J.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crockett  (S.  R.)  and  others.  —  Tales  of  Our  Coast.      By  S.  R. 

Crockett,  Gilbert  Parker.  Harold  Frederic,  'Q..'  and  W.  Clark  Kussell.      With  a 
Illustrations  by  FRANK  BUANGWYN.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  td. 

Croker    (Mrs.   B.  M.),    Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d. 

each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  |      Interference.  Village  Tales  &  Jungle 

Proper  Pride.  A  Family  Likeness.  Tragedies. 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  A  Third  Person.  The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

Diana  Barrlngton.  Mr.  Jervis.  Married  or  Singlo  ? 

Two  Masters.  I         ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3.?.  cxf.  each. 
Some  One  Else.  I     Miss  Balmaine's  Past.  I         Beyond  the  Pale. 

In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry.    1     Jason,  &c.  Infatuation. 

Terence.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Sidney  Paget. 

'  To  Let,'  &c.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  qs.  ;  clotn  limp,  zs.  6d. 

The  Cat's-paw.    With  12  Illustrations  by  FRED.  PEGRAM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Cruikshank's  Comic  Almanack.     Complete  in  Two  Series  :   The 

FIRST,  from  1835  to  1843;  the  SECOND,  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Catherine;  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  abeckett,  Robert  Brouch,  &c.  With 
numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  GEORGE  CRU1KSHANK.  IIINE.  L.ANDELLS,  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Crulkshank.  By  Blanchard  Jeruold.  With  84  Illustrations  and  a 
Bibliography.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  31-.  6d. 

Cumming  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.     Large  cr.  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.    With  an  Autotype  Frontispiece  and  23  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian  Plains.    With  42  Illustrations. 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon.    With  28  Illustrations. 

Yla  Cornwall  to  Egypt.     With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 


Cussans  (John  E.). — A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,  revised,  with  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  $s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Davenant  (Francis,  M.A.). — Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of 

a  Profession  for  their  Sons  when  Starting  In  Life.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ir.  6d. 

Davidson  (Hugh  Coleman). — Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke=),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  is.  ea.;  el.,  is.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 
Nursery  Hints  :  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
Foods  for  the  Fat:  The  Dietetic  Cure  of  Corpulency  and  of  Gout. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo.  gj.  ;  cloth  limp,  2^.  6d. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.   Collected  and  Edited, 

with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Rev.  A.  E.  GROSART,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  gi,  Cd.  each. 

De  Guerin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  G.  S.  Trebutien. 

With  a  Memoir  by  SAINTE-BEUVE.    Translated  from  the  20th  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTH 
INGHAM.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound,  zs.  6d. ■  .     

De  Maistre  (Xavier). — A  Journey  Round  my  Room.    Translated 

by  HENRY  ATTWELL.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  as.  6ii. 

Derby  (The)  :  The  Blue  Ribbon  of  the  Turf.     With  Brief  Accounts 

of  The  OAKS.    By  Louis  Henry  Curzqk.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d. 

Dewar  fT.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Globci    With  22oTlTustra- 

tîons.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6a. 

De  Windt   (Harry)t    Books  by. 

Through  the  Gold-Fields  of  Alaska  to  Bering  Straits.    With  Map  and  33  full-page  Illus- 
trations.   Cheaper  Issue.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
True  Tales  of  Travel  and  Adventure.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ;r.  61/. 

Dickens    (Charles),  About    England   with.     By  Alfred  Rimmer 

With  57  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  VANDERHOOF  and  the  AUTHOR.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  ->.t.  6d. 


CHATTO  &  W INDUS,  Publishers,  hi  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.    7 
Dictionaries. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Famous  Names  in  Fiction,  Allusions,  References. 
Proverbs,  Plots,  Stories,  and  Poems.  Together  with  an  English  and  American 
Bibliography,  and  a  List  of  the  Authors  and  Dates  of  Dramas  and  Operas,  By 
Rev.  E.  C.  BREWER,  I.L.D    A  New  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.      Crown  8vo,  cloth.  7*.  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles  :  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LE.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.  With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  Samuel 
A.  BENT,  A.M.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

The  Slang  Dictionary  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6d. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By 
ELIEZER  Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Dïïke  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  Charles,  Bart.,  M.P.).— The  British  Empire. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  3^.  6d . 

Dobson  (Austin),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils.     With  93  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Four  Frenchwomen.     With  Hour  Portraits.     Crown  8\'o.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes.    In  Three  Series.     Crown  8vo.  buckram,  fir.  each. 
A  Paladin  of  Philanthropy,  and  other  Papers.     With  2  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  6s. 

Dobson  (W.  T.). —Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

Svo.  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  ^_______ _________^^_^^__^^__-^_ 

Donovan  (Dick),  Detective  Stories  by. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  :  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 


The  Man-Hunter.    I  Wanted: 
Caught  at  Last.        I  Tracked  to  Doom. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
Suspicion  Aroused. 


A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Lav/. 
From  Information  Received. 
Link  by  Link. 
Riddles  Read. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6<i.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. I     The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch. 

Crown  8vo7cioth,  5t.  M.  each. 
The  Records  of  Yincent  Trill,  of  the  Detective  Service.— Also  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  cr. 
The  Adventures  of  Tyler  Tatlock,  Private  Detective. 

Deacon  Brodie  ;  or,  Behind  the  Mask. |         Tales  of  Terror. 

Dark  Deeds.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth.  Hat  back,  is. '     ^__  

Dowling  (Richard).— Old  Corcoran's  Money.  Crown  8vo,  ci.,  35.  6d. 
Doyle  (A.  Conan).— The  Firm  of  Oirdlestone.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  61/ . 
Dramatists,  The  Old.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  35.  6d.  per  Vol. 

Ben   Jonson's    Works.    With   Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and   a  Biographical   Memoir  by 

William  Gifkord.    Edited  by  Coionel  Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.    Three  Vols.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete  ;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and   Minor 

Translations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.  C  SWINBURNE  :  Vol.  III..  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe's  Works.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 
Massinger's  Plays.    From  Gifkord'S  Text.    Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette:  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Books  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  m  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
An  American  Girl  in  London.    With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To-Day.       |     ^Vernon's  Xunt.  jwith  47_iilustrations_by  Hal  Hurst. _ 

Dutt  (Romesh  C.).— England  and    India:    A  Record  of  Progress 

during  One  Hundred  Years.     Crown  3vo,  cloth,  is. 

Early  English  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 

by  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  D.D.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  boards,  .v.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  {Giles)  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 
Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Three  Vols. 
Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edgcumbe  (Sir  E.  R.  Pearce). —  Zephyrus:    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.    With  41  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  51. 

Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 

A  Point  of  Honour.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. 
A  Plaster  Saint.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 
Archie  Lovell.    Crown  8vo,  cioth,  3s.  6d.  ;  illustrated  boards,  gj. 

Edwards  (Eliezer). — Words,  Facts,  and   Phrases:    A  Dictionary 

of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8ve,  cloth,  3s.  6a'. 

Egerton  (Rev.  J.  C,  M.A.).  —  Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  WACE,  and  Four  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,-cloth  extra,  5*. 

Eggleston  (Edward). — Roxy:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  1%. 


8    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,   Publishers,   in  St.  Martin's  Lane,   London,  W.C. 
Englishman    (An)    in    Paris.      Notes  and   Recollections  during   the 

Reign  of  Louis  Philippe  and  the  Empire.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  bd. 

Englishman's  House,  The:  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 

ing  a  House.     By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON.    Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  IUusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

Ewald  .(Alex.    Charles;     F.S.A.).— the     Life    and     times    of 

Prince  Charlie  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany  (The  Young  pretender),     with  a  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  bd. 

Eyes,  Our:  How  to  Preserve  Them.     By  John  Browning.    Cr.  8vo,  15. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    Bv  Samuel  Arthur  Bent, 

A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Crown  8vo,  doth  extra.  -,s.  bd. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  45.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle  :  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Yarious  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 

William  CROOKES,  F.C.S.    With  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (J.  Anson). — War:  Three  Essays.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Fenn  (G.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zr.  each. 
The  New  Mistress.    I  Witness  to  the  Deed.  [  The  Tiger  Lily.  |  The  White  Virgin. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  3s.  bd.  each. 
A  Woman  Worth  Winning. ,   Double  Cunning.  ,  The  Story  of  Antony  Grace 

Cursed  by  a  Fortune.  i  A  Fluttered  Dovecote.  The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 

The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray.  King  of  the  Castle.  One  Maid's  Mischief. 

Commodore  Junk.  The     Master   of   the   Cere-     This  Man's  Wife. 

Black  Blood.  I         monies. I  In  Jeopardy. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  bs.  each. 
The  Bag  of  Diamonds,  and  Three  Bits  of  Paste. 
Running  Amok  :  a  Story  of  Adventure. 
The  Cankerworm  :  being  Episodes  of  a  Woman's  Life. 
A  Crimson  Crime.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  bs.  ;  picture  cloth,  fiat  back,  2s. 

Fiction,    A  Catalogue  of,  with   Descriptive  Notices  and  Reviews   of 

over  NINE  HUNDRED  NOVELS,  will  be  sent  free  by  Messrs.  CHATTO  &  Windus  upon  application. 

Fin ■=  Bee— The  Cupboard  Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2f.  bd. 

Firework-Making,  The  Complete  Art  of  ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury'.     By  THOMAS  KENTISH.    With  267  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3J.  bd. 

First  Boôk^My.  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn.  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell, GRANT  ALLEN.  HALL  CAINE.  GEORGE  R.  SIMS.  RUDYARD  KIPLING.  A.  CONAN  DOYLE, 
M.  E.  BRADDON.  F.  W.  ROBINSON,  H.  RIDER  HAGGARD,  R.  M.  BALLAXTYNE.  I.  ZANGWILL, 
MORLEY  ROBERTS.   D.  CHRISTIE    MURRAY,   MARY  CORELLI,  J.   K.  JEROME.  JOHN  STRANGE 

Winter,  Bret  H  arte,  '  Q.,'  Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L.Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story 
by  JEROME  K.  JEROME,  and  1E5  Illustrations.     A  New  Edition.    Small  demy  8vo.  art  linen,  y.  bd. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  LAMB.     Post  8vo.  cloth,  2s.  bd. 
Fatal  Zero.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  bd.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  I     The  Lady  of  Brantôme.        I     The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly.  !     Never  Forgotten.  _ Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

Sir  Henry  Irving:   Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  is.  bd. 

Flammarion  (Camille),  Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  Ellard  Gore, 

F.R.A.S.    With  Thrte  Plates  and  288  Illustrations.     Medium  8vo,  cloth,  10s.  bd. 
Urania:  A  Romance.    With  87  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5-r. 

Fletcher's    (Giles,   B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victorie  in 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems.    With  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  r.ROSART,  P.P.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  y.  bd. 

Forbes    (Archibald).— The  Life  of    Napoleon   III.       With  Photo- 

gravure  Frontispiece  and  Thirty-six  full-page  Illustrations.    Cheaper  Issue.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Forbes  (Honors.  Walter  R.  D).— Dumb.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Francillon  (RTÈ.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3f.  b,i.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2r.  each. 
One  by  One.  I     A  Real  Queen.  |     A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

Ropes  of  Sand.    Illustrated. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 
Queen  Cophetua.     I     Olympia.        1     Romances  of  the  Law.     I    King  or  Knave? 
Jaok  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  64. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  lane,  London,  W.C.    9 
Frederic    (Harold),    Novels   by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35,  6d.  each  ; 

illu>trated  boards  zs.  each 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife. I        The  Lawton  Girl. 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.    Three 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  œs.  6d. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities,  190 1-2. 

Edited  by  JOHN  LANE.     Published  Annually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  u.  6d. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  8vo,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  In  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    By  George  Glenny. 

Household  Horticulture.    By  TOM  and  JANE  JERROLD.    Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By  Tom  Jhkrold.  


Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).-  Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots:  Being 

the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern  India.     With  numerous  Illustrations  by  the 
Author  and  F.  H.  Townsend.     Demy  4to,  half-bound,  «jr. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts:  A  Tale  of  "  The  Terror."  Trans- 
lated by  JOHN  DE  Villiers.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6a.  ; 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       is.    Monthly.       Contains   Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biography,  and  Art,  and  '  Table  Talk  '  by  SYLVANUS  URBAN. 
%*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  8-f.  6d.  eacJi.     Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November,     is. 

That  for  1901  is  entitled  As  it  was  Written,  by  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 


German    Popular   Stories.      Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.    With  Introduction  by  JOHN   RUSKIN,  and  »2   Steel  Plates  after 
GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Chas.),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea.;  post8vo,  bds.,2s.  ea. 

Robin  Gray.    With  Frontispiece.  1     Loving  a  Dream.  |  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft.    With  Frontispiece.        |     Of  High  Degree. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest.   I  A  Hard  Knot.                          I  By  Mead  and  Stream. 
The  Dead  Heart.                        Queen  of  the  Meadow,             Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold.                       In  Pastures  Green.                    In  Honour  Bound. 
What  Will  the  World  Say?     In  Love  and  War.                      Heart's  Delight. 
For  the  King. I  A  Heart's  Problem. |  Blood-Money. 


Gibney  (Somerville).— Sentenced  !    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  2s.  6d,  each. 

The  FIRST  SERIES  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity- The  Princess— 

The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  SECOND  SERIES  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts—  Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb 

— H.M.S.  '  Pinafore' — The  Sorcerer — The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  THIRD  SERIES:   Comedy  and  Tragedy — Foggerty's  Fairy— Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  — 

Patience — Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Ruddigore — The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard — The  Gondoliers  — 

The  Mountebanks — Utop'a. 

Eight  Original   Comic  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.    In  Two  Series.     Demy  8vo,  cloth, 

is.  6rf.  each,     l'he  FIRST  containing:  The  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  '  Pinafore '—The  Pirates  (it  Penzance— 

Iolanthe— Patience — Princess  Ida — The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  SECOND  SERIES  containing:  The  Gondoliers— The  Grand   Duke— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— 

His  Excellency— Utopia,  Limited— Ruddigore— The  Mountebanks— Haste  to  the  Wedding. 
The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birthday  Book:  Quotations  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year,  selected 

from  Plays  by  W.  S.  GILBERT  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A.  SULLIVAN.    Compiled  by  ALEX.  WATSON. 

Royal  i6mo.  Japanese  leather,  zs.  6d. 


Gilbert    (William).  —  James    Duke,    Costermonger.      Post   8voi 

illustrated  boards.  2J. 

Gissing  (Algernon),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

A  Becretof  the  North  Sea.  |        The  Wealth  of  Mallerstang. 

Gïanvîlle  (Erne?*),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  os.  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress  :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  H.  NlSBET. 
The  FosslOker  :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSBBT. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD. 

The  Golden  Rock.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  31.  6d. 
Kloof  Yarns.    Crown  8vo  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Tales  from  the  Veld.    With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  M.  NlSBET.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 
klax  Thornton.     With  8  Illustrations  by  J.  S.  CROMPTON,  R.I.    Large  crown  8vo,   cloth,  gilt 
edges,  5*.  ;  cloch,  gilt  top,  6s. ^ 

Glenny  (George).— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  tothe  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.6d. 


10    CHATTO  &  W1NDU5,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Godwin  (William).— Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  t.s. 
Golden    Treasury    of  Thought,  Tho  :    A  Dictionary  of  Quotations 

from  the  Best  Authors.    By  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.  Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 
Grace  (Alfred  A.).— Tales  of  a  Dying  Race.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 
Greeks   and    Romans,  The   Life    of   the,   described   from   Antique 

Monuments.    By  ERNST  GUHL  and  W.   KONER.     Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.     With  545  Illustra- 
tions.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Grey  (Sir  George),— The   Romance  of  a   Proconsul:    Being  the 

Personal  Life  and  Memoirs  of  Sir  GEORGE  GREY,  1C.C.B.  By  JAMF.S  MILNE.  With  Portrait.  SECOND 
EDITION.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s. 

Griffith  (Cecil). — Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  3?.  6À 

Gunter   (A.    Clavering,    Author  of   'Mr.    Barnes  of   New   York'). — 

A  Florida  Enchantment.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. ■•*■  

Hair,  The  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 

lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PlNCUS.     Crown  8vo,  u.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  bs.  each. 

New  Symbols.               |        Legends  of  the  Morrow.        I        The  Serpent  Play. 
Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 


Halifax  (C.).— Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.      By  Mrs.  L.  T.  Meade  and 

CLIFFORD  HALIFAX,  M.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  v.  6d. 

Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MACLISE,  GILBERT,  HARVEY,  and  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  

Hall  (Owen),  Novels  by. 

The  Track  of  a  Storm.    Cnwn  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  is. 

Jetsam.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Eureka.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Halliday  (Andrew).— Every =day  Papers.     Post  8vo,  boards,  -zs. 
Hamilton  (Cosmo).— Stories  by.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Glamour  of  the  Impossible. 1        Through  a  Keyhole. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of.     With  over  100  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.     By  DON  FELIX  DE  SALAMANCA.    Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hanky-Panky:      Easy  and  Difficult  Tricks,  White   Magic,  Sleight  of 

HancC&c.     Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.    With  zoo  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.   

Hardy  (Rev.  E.  J.,  Author  of  •  How  to  be  Happy  though  Married  '). — 

Love,  Courtship,  and  Marriage.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  td. 

Hardy  (Iza  Duffus).— The  Lesser  Evil.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gt.  top,  65. 
Hardy  (Thomas).— Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.      Post  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  -v.  6A  :  illustrated  boards,  is.  :  cloth  limp.  is.  6a\— Also  the  FINE  PAPER   EDITION,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  is.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  y.  net. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  bds..  Cs. 
The  Art  of  Decoration.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6j. 
The  Art  of  Dress.     With  32  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6rf. 
Chaucer   for   Schools.     With  the  Story  of  his  Times  and  his  Work.    A  New  Edition,    revised. 

With  a  Frontispiece.     Demy  8vo.  cloth,  is.  td. 
Chaucer  for  Children.    With  38  Illustrations  (8  Coloured  |.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.). — American  Humorists:  Washington 

IRVING,    OLIVER    WENDELL    HOLMES,    JAMES    RUSSELL    LOWELL,    AKTE.MUS    WARD,    MARK 
TWAIN,  and   BRET  HARTE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  Doards,  is.  each. 
Garth.  |         Ellice  Quentin.  I  Beatrix  Randolph.    Witli  Four  Illusts. 

Sebastian  Strome.  David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

Fortune's  Fool.    |     Dust.    Four  Illusts.      |  The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Miss  Cadogna.  I         Love— or  a  Name. 


CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.     u 
Harte's  (Bret)  Collected  Works.    Revised  by  the  Author.    LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Ten  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Vol.        I.  complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel-plate  Portrait. 

II.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legend, 
,,      III.  Tales  of  the  argonauts— Eastern  sketches. 
„      IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.   |     Vol.  v.  stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
„      VI.  Tales  of  the  pacific  Slope. 

„     VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie.  R.A. 
„   VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 
„     IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparel. 

X.  Tales  of  Trail  and  Town,  &c. 

Bret  Harte's  Choice  Worjts,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Portrait  of  the  Author  and   40  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  bd 
Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  is.  6\i. 
Some  Later  Verses.    Crown  8vo,  linen  gilt,  $s. 
In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.     Crowu  Kvo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  is. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<t.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.    With  59  Illustrations  by J5TANLEY  L.  Wood. 

Crowu  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  bd.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs.  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hum t;  N i*BET.— Also   in  picture 

cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Some  Other  People.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
Susy  :  A  Novel.    With  FrontisDiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  CHRISTIE. 
Sally  Dows,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  ALMOND  and  others. 
A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's,  &C    With  do  Illustrations  by  W.  Small  and  others. 
The  Bell-Kinger  of  Angel's,  &e.    With  -59  Illustrations  by  DUDLEY  Hardy  and  other-, 
Clarence  :  A  Story  of  the  American  War.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  A.  Jule  Goodman. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c.    With  3v  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier,  PAUL  HARDY,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  w.  H.  Overend. 

The  Crusade  of  the  "  Excelsior."    With  a  Frontispiece  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Three  Partners  ;  or.  The  Big  Strike  on  Heavy  Tree  Hill.     With  8  Illustrations  by  J.  GULICH. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town.    With  Frontispiece  by  G^P.  Jacomb-HOOD. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ».  each. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.     I    The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.     I     Californian  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  bd.  each. 
Flip. I        Maruja. |        A  Phyllis  ot  the  Sierras. 

Heckethorn  (C.  W.),  Books  by. 

London  Souvenirs.    1     London  Memories:  Social,  Historical,  and  Topographical. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Books  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2$.  bd.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  I         Social  Pressure. 
I  van  de  Biron  :  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  bd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Henderson  (Isaac).  —  Agatha  Page:  A  Novel.      Cr.  8vo, cl.,  3t.  ûd. 
Henty  (G.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub,  the  Juggler.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth,  gilt 

edges,  s*.  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Colonel  Thorndyke's  Secret.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD.    Small  demy  8vo, 

cloth,  gilt  edges,  ss.  

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  bd.  each. 
The  Queen's  Cup. j Dorothy's  Double. 

Herman  (Henry). — A  Leading  Lady.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  -zs.  6d. 


Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and   Complete 

Collected  Poems.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart.  D.D., 
Sr^el  Portrait,  Arc.     Three  VoR.  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards.  3J.  bd.  each 

Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland:  A  Social  Anticipation.     Trans- 

lated  by  ARTHUR  RANSOM. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hesse-Wartegg  (Chevalier  Ernst  von). —  Tunis:    The  Land  and 

th<- People.    With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  bd. 

Hill  (Headon).— Zambra  the  Detective.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  éd.; 

post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is. ^ 

Hill  (John),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  boards,  is.        I     The  Common  Ancestor,    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  -$s.  bd 

Hi n kson  (H.  A.).— Fan  Fitzgerald.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 
H oey  (Mrs.  Cashel).—  The  Lover's  Creed.  Post  8vo,  boards,  25, 
Holiday,  Where  to  go  for  a.     By  E.  P.  Sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell, 

Bart.,  M. P.,   JOHN  WATSON,   JANE  BARLOW,   MARY  LOVETT  CAMERON,  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY 

Paul  Lange,  J.  w.  Graham,  j.  H.  Salter.  Phœbe  allen,  S.  f.  Beckbtt,  L.  Rivers  Vinr 

and  C.  !•'.  GORDON  GUMMING.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  if.  bd. 


la    CHATTO  &  W1NDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Hollingshead  (John).— According  to  My  Lights.  With  a  Portrait. 

Crown  8to,  cloth,  gil*  top,  6r. 

Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autoorat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  is.  6d.     Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  is. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table. 

In  One  Vol.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  is. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3-f.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  85  Illustrations.    Post  8vo.  halt-bound,  is. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  a  Life.  A  New  Edition,  with  a  Frontispiece, 
Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Hopkins  (Tighe),  Novels  by. 

For  Freedom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  dr. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each. 
Twixt  Love  and  Duty.    With  a  Frontispiece.  |  The  Incomplete  Adventurer. 

The  Nugents  of  Carriconna.         |    Nell  Haffenden.    With  8  Illustrations  by  C.  Gregory. 

Home  (R.  Hengist).  —  Orion:     An  Epic  Poem.      With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  SUMMERS.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. 

Hornung  [B.  W.)— Under  the  Shadow  of  the  Rope.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  gilt  top,  _r. 

Hugo  (Victor).— The  Outlaw  of  Iceland  (Han  d'Islande).    Trans- 

lated  by  Sir  Gilbert  Campbell.    Crown  8tq,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Hume  (Fergus),  Novels  by. 

The  Lady  from  Nowhere.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d.  ;  picture  clotli,  flat  back,  is. 
The  Millionaire  Mystery.    Crown  8to,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  '  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  :  cloth  limp.  is.  6d.  each. 
In  Durance  YUe.  1        An  Unsatisfactory  Lover. 

Crown  8vc.  cloth  extra,  y.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  :  cloth  limp,  25 


A  Maiden  AU  Forlorn. 

Marvel. 

A  Modern  Circe. 

AprU's  Lady. 


Peter's  Wife. 

Lady  Patty. 

Lady  Verner's  Flight. 

The  Bed-House  Mystery. 


The  Professor's  Experiment. 

The  Three  Graces. 

Nora  Creina. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 
An  Anxious  Moment.  I  The  Coming  of  Chloe.  j  A  Point  of  Conscience.   I  Lovice. 

Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c  Edited 

by  Edmund  Qllier.    Post  8vo.  half-bound,  is. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  is-  6d.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

The  Leaden  Casket.  i Self-Condemned.        1        That  Other  Person. 

Mrs.  Jultet.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  éd. 

Hutchison  (W.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt- breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  bd. 

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  The  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  RENAUD  SUZQR,  M.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Impressions   (The)   of  Aureole.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 


Indoor  Paupers.     By  One  of  Them.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  64. 
In    Memoriam  :    Verses  for   every   Day   in   the  Year.     Selected   and 

arranged  by  LUCY  RIDLEY.     Small  square  8vo.  cloth,  is.  6d.  net  :  leather,  3J.  6d   net. 

Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

By  J.  Trf.vOR-DavieS.     A  New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,    Songs  of.      Collected  and  Edited  by  A. 

Perceval  Graves.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  is.  bd. 

Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  zs.  bd. 

James  (C.  T.  C.).  — A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.      Post 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  ts.  6d. 

Jameson  (WHlmm).— My  Dead  Self.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6_. 
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Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL. P.). —Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
Jefferies  (Richard     Books  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Nature  near  London'.  I        The  Life  of  the  Fields.     I        The  Open  Air. 

***  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The   Eulogy  of  Eichard   Jefferies.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. ___^__„_ 

Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.    With  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 

Stageland.    With  64  Illustrations  bv  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  it. 
John  Ingerfield,  &c.   With  9  lllusts.  by  A.  S.  BOYD  and  JOHN  GULICH.   Fcap.  Svo,  pic.cov.  i 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The   Barber's    Chair;    and    The   Hedgehog 

Letters.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  2s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.    Post  8vo,  is.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture  :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 

Jesse  (Edward).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is. ^_ 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.    With  Hundreds  of  Illustrations. 
Crowns  and  Coronations  :  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  91  Illustrations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  GlFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.      Three  Vols, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each. 

Josephlis,  The~CompIëtë^VVorks  of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining •  The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews'  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews."  Willi  52  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-cloth,  i-zs.  6d. __ 

Kempt  (Robert).— Pencil  and  Palette:  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists. 

Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw    (Mark).  —  Colonial    Facts   and    Fictions:     Humorous 

Sketches.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  ;  cloth.  ?s.  6J. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

*  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.'         !        Passion's  Slave.        |        Bell  Barry. 

A  Drawn  Game.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3*.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. ^^^ 


Kipling  Primer  (A).      Including  Biographical  and  Critical  Chapters, 

an  Index  to  Mr.   Kipling's  principal  Writings,  and  Bibliographies.     By  F.  L.  KNOWLES,  Editor  ol 
'  The  Golden  Treasury  of  American  Lyrics-'    With  Two  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  bd. 

Knight    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.).  —  The 

Patient's  Vade  Mecum  :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  is.6d. 

Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  MARQUESS  OF  LORNE,  K.T.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Lambert  (George).— The  President  of  Boravia.  Crown  8vo,cl.,3s.6a?. 
Lamb's    (Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 

'  Poetry  for  Children  and  '  Prince  Dorus.'  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  II.  SHEP- 
HERD.    With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.     Post  8vo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  21. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CHARLES  LAMB,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 
Fitzgerald,    post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  is.  6d. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Brander  Mat- 
thews, and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo.  half-bound,  zs.  6d. 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shalcspeare,  &c   betore  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  P 
is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  S 

State  of  Ireland,  1595.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe.  is. 


Shalcspeare,  &c   betore  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  __. 

is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spenser  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touching  tin 


Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 

monly  called  in  Englar^.The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic. 
with  Notes.  Illustrated  with  many  hundred  Engravings  from  Desicms  by  HARVEV.  Edited  by  Edward 
Stanley  POOLE.     With  Preface  by  STANLEY  LANE-POOLE.   Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  is.  bd.  ea. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    Post  8to,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  zs. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ss.  6d.  each. 

Forensic  Anecdotes.  I         Theatrical  Anecdotes. 
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Lehmann  (R.  C.)f  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  15.  6d.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Young  Shooters:  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 


Leigh  (Henry  S.). — Carols  of  Cockayne.      Printed  on  hand-made 

p.iper,  bound  in  buckram,  $s. 

Leland  (C.  j Godfrey). — A  Manual  of  Mending  and  Repairing. 

With  Diagrams.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  $s. 

Lepelletier  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans*Gène.      Translated  from 

the  French  by  JOHN  UB  VILL1ERS.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d.  ;  picture  boards,  is. 

Leys  (John  K.),  Novels  by. 

The  Lindsays.    Post  8vo,  picture  bds-.u.     I  A  Sore  Temptation.    Cr,  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Lilburn  (Adam). — A  Tragedy  in  Marble.     Crown  8vo, cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Lindsay  (Harry,  Author  of  'Methodist  Idylls'),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d.  each. 

Rhoda  Roberts.  I    The  Jacobite  :  A  Romance  of  the  Conspiracy  of  ■  The  Forty. 

_  Jqdah  Pyecroft.  Puritan.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6*. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by^ 

An  Octave  of  Friends.    Crown  Svc,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  eaoh  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2î.  each,. 
Patricia  Kembail.     |        lone.                    f     Under  which  Lord  ?    with  is Illustrations. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas.                •  My  Love!'       1      Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  World  Well  Lost.   With  12  IUusts.              Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  and  Miser. 
The  One  Too  Many.                                       I     Dulcle  Everton.  ]  With  a  Silken  Thread, 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories.                                                      |         Ourselves:  Essais  011  Women. 
Freeshootlng  :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs,  LYNN  LINTON. 

Lover's  Progress,  The.     Told  by  Himself,  and  Dedicated  "  To  all 

who  Love.  '    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Lowe   (Charles,   M.A.).— Our  Greatest  Living  Soldiers.     With 

8  Portraits.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3,1.  6d. 

Lucy  (Henry  W.). — Gideon   Fleyce:    A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  jr.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is. 

Broken  Wings.     With  Six  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HENNESSY.    Crown  3vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

MacColI  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

Ednor  Whltlock.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  dr. 

Macdonell  (Agnes).— Quaker  Cousins.     Post  8vo,  boards,  v.. 

MacGregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players:    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  6d. 

Mackay   (Charles,   LL.D.).  —  Interludes   and    Undertones;   or, 

Music  at  Twilight.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  6s. 

Mackenna  (Stephen  J.)  and  J.  Augustus  O'Shea.— Brave  Men 

in  Action:  Thrilling  Stories  of  the  British  Flag.    With  8  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  Wood. 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  $s. 

McCarthy  (Justin),  Works  by. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  General  Election  of 
:88o.  LIBRARY  EDITION.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.— Also  a  POPULAR 
EDITION,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  the  JUFSILEE  EDITION,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7-r.  6V.'.  each. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  1880  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
12X.  ;  or  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.— Also  a  CHEAP 
Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges  and  of  William  the  Fourth.  By  Justin  McCarthy 
and  JUSTIN  HUNTLY  MCCARTHY.     Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12J.  each. 

The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  »2.r  each.  [Preparing. 

Reminiscences.    With  a  Portrait    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s.  [Vols.  Ifl.&lV. shortly. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  pc*t  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours.  Donna  Quixote.    With  12  Illustrations. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter.  The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

A  Fair  Saxon.        ab  I  Llnley  Rochford.  I       Maid  of  Athens.     With  12  Illustrations. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.  I  The  Dictator.  Camiola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Illustrations.      |       Red  Diamonds.      |     The  Riddle  Ring. 

The  Three  Disgraces,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

Mononla:  A  Love  Story  of  "  Forty-eight?'    Crown  8voTcloth,  gilt  top,  dr. 

•The  Right  Honourable.'  By  JUSTIN  McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Campbfll  PRAED.  Crown  8vo. 
cloth  extra,  6s. 
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McCarthy  "(Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  Frenoh  Revolution.    (Constituent  Assembly,  1789-91).    Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  13s.  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

Ireland  Since  the  Union:  Sketches  of  Irish  History,  1798-1886.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6j. 

Hafiz  in  London  :  Poems.    Small 8vo,  gold  cloth,  y.  6d.  . 


Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is,  id. 

Doom  :  An  Atlantic  Episode.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Dolly  :  A  Sketch.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Lily  Lass  :  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  id. 

A  London  Legend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3-r.  6a'. 

The  Royal  Christopher.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y  &*• 

MacDonald  (George,  LL.D.),  Books  by. 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vols.,  r6mo,  cloth,  gilt  edsjes,  in  cloth  c.s-,  21s.  :  or 
the  Volumes  may  be  had  separately,  in  Grolier  cloth,  at  zs.  6d.  each. 
I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

II.  The  Disciple.— the  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  sonnets.— Oki.  . 
„    111.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— a  Book  of  dreams.— Roadsidb 

1  )ems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„    IV.  parables.— Ballads.— Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  PhantaSTES  :  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  THE  PORTENT. 

„  VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— shadows. 
.,    IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight. 
„     X.  The  Crurl  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— the  Broken  swords 

—the  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 
POQtlcal  Works  of  George  MacDonald.    Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  Vols. 

crown  8vo.  buckram,  12s. 
A  Threefold  Cord.   Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  5*. 

Phantastes  :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6rt. 
Heather  and  Snow  :  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3-r.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  -s. 
Lilith  :  A  Romance.    SECOND  EDITION.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. ___ 

Machray  (Robert). — A  Blow  over  the  Heart.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

gilt  top,  Cs.  


.Vlaclise  Portrait  Gallery  (The)  of  Illustrious  Literary  Charac- 
ters: 85  Portraits  by  DANIEL  MACLISE  ;  with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical.  Bibliographical, 
and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of  the  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM 
BATES,  S.A.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  %s.  6d.  

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.    With  50  Illustrations  by  THOMAS  R.  MACQUOID. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.    34  Illusts.  by  T.  R.  MfVÇQUOiD. 

Through  Normandy.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 

About  Yorkshire.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Magician's  Own   Book,  The  :    Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.     With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  AS.  Ci. 

Magic  Lantern,  The,   and  its  Management  :  Including  full  Practical 

Directions.     By  T.  C  HEPWORTH.    With  10  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6ct. 

Magna  Charta  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in   the   British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  ss. 

MaTlory   (Sir  Thomas).  —  Mort    d'Arthur:     The   Stories  of  King 

Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A   Selection.)     Edited  by  B.  MONTGOMERY.  Ran- 
KING.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limo.  zs. ___^_ ^__ 

Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  New  Republic.    Post  8vo,  aloth,  ir.  6d.  ;  picture  boards,  2j. 

The  New  Paul  and  Ylrginia  :  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  cj.  6J. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss.  |    Is  Life  Worth  Living?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Margueritte  (Paul  and  Victor).— The  Disaster.      Translated  by 

ERBDHRI C  LEES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6^. 

Marlowe's  Works.     Including  his  Translations.      Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Massinger's   Plays.      From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Matthews  (Brander).— A  Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d. 

M~ax"0'Rëll.— HerRoyal  Highness  Woman.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35.  M. 
Merivale  (-Herman!.— BarTStage,  and  Platform:   Autobiographic 

Memories.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  12.. ________^ [Shortly 

Merrick  (Leonard)^  Novels  by. 

The  Man  who  was  Good.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards.  zs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3..  6d.  each. 
This  Stage  Of  Fools.  I  Cynthia:  A  Daughter  of  the  Philistines. 


i6    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  ill  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  avo.  cloth,  y.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  $s.  6d.  each. 
The  Voice  of  the  Charmer.     With  3  Illustrations.  A   Son   of  Iahmael. 

In  an  Iron  Crip.  On  the  Brink  of  a  Chasm,    I        An  Adventuress. 

The  Siren.  The  Way  of  a  Woman.  The  Blue  Diamond. 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.    By  L.  T.  Meade  and  Clifford  Halifax.  M.D. 

Crown  8ra.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
This  Troublesome  World.    Second  Edition,   i     A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.       By 

A.  E.  SWEET  and  J.  ARMOY  KNOX.     With  265  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s,  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  il  lust,  boards,  zs.  each. 

Touch  and  Go. I       Mr.  Dorillion. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fenwick).— Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  is.  each;  cloth,  15.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  "Wines,  &c. 
The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
_     The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseas  e  s  of  the  Skin.  

Minto  (Wm.).-Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Mitchell  (Edmund),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The  Lone  Star  Rush.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Norman  H.  Hardy. 

Only  a  Nigger. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  backs,  zs.  each. 
Plotters  rf  Paris.                                              I     The  Temple  of  Death. 
Towards  the  Eternal  Snows. 

Mitford  (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L,  Wood. 

The  King's  Assegai.     With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 

Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L..  Wood. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.    Crown  8vo,  Dicture  cloth,  flat  back,  zs. 

The  Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Molesworth    (Mrs.). — Hathercourt    Rectory.     Crown  8vo,   cloth, 

y.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

Moncrieff  (W.  D.  Scott=). — The  Abdication:  An  Historical  Drama. 

With  Seven  Etchings  by  JOHN  PETTIE,  W.  Q.  ORCHARDSON,  J.  MACWHIRTER,  COLIN  HUNTER, 
R.  MACBETH  and  TOM  GRAHAM.     Imperial  «to.  buckram,  gu. 

Montagu  (Irving).— Things  I   Havë~âeen  in  War.    With  16  full- 

page  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6*.        


Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alciphron.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  is. 

Prose  and  Yerse;  including  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.    Edited 
by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  js.  63. 

Morrow  (W.  C.).— Bohemian  Paris  of  To-Day.     With  106  Illustra  - 

tions  by  EDOUARD  CUCUEL.     Small  demy  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Muddock  (J.  E.),  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.  With  12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  Wood. 
Basile  the  Jester.    With  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood. 
Young  Lochinvar.  |        The  Golden  Idol. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret.                               !          From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful.    Post  8vn,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  ;  cloth,  zs.  6d. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat.    12  Illusts. 
Coals  of  Fire.    3  Illusts. 
Yal  Strange. 
Hearts. 


A  Model  Father.  1    Bob  Martin's  Little  dr.. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.  Time's  Revenges. 

Cynic  Fortune.    Frontisp.  A  Wasted  Crime. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  In  Direst  Peril. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature.        Mount  Despair. 
The  Way  of  the  World.  I    First  Person   Singular.       I    A  Capful  o'  Nails. 
The  Making  of  a  Novelist  :  An  Experiment  in  Autobiography.     With   a  Collotype  Portrait      Cr. 

ivo,  buckram,  3J.  6<r\ 
My  Contemporaries  in  Fiction.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  y.  6d. 
His  Own  Ghost,     ('-own  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  zs. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each. 
This  Little  World.  I         A  Race  for  Millions. 

Tales  in  Prose  and  Yerse.    With  Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 

Crown  8\o,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
The  Church  of  Humanity.  1        Despair  s  Last  Journey. 
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Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  Herman,  Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  I        The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  NicoLET 


Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  2S.  6d.  each. 
A  Game  of  Bluff.        I       A  Song  of  Sixpence. 


Newbolt  (H.).—  Taken  from  the  Enemy.     Post  8vo,  leatherette,  is. 
Ntsbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

*  Bail  Up.'    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Ylnoent.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Lessons  in  Art.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Norris  (VV.  E.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

phture  boards,  2s.  each. 

Saint  Ann's.  I      Billy  Bellew.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  H.  TOWNSENI). 

Miss  Wentworth's  Idea.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6<i. 

Oakley  (John).— A  Gentleman   in   Khaki:   A  Story  of  the  South 

African  War.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Doctor  Rameau.  I      A  Last  Love. 

A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  8v     cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

Love's  Depths.     Translated  by  F.  ROTHWELL.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path.  I      Whiteladles. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

The  Sorceress.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td. 

O'Shaughnessy  (Arthur),  Poems  by  : 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  qs.  6d.  each. 

Music  and  Moonlight.  I Songs  of  a  Worker. 

Lays  of  France.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 


Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,  zs.  ea. 

Held  In  Bondage.  i    A  Dog  of  Flanders.  ,     In  Maremma.    I     Wanda, 

Triootrin.  Pascarel.        i     Signa.  \     Bimbi.        j        Syrlin. 

Strathmore.  !   Chandos.       Two  Wooden  Shoes.  Frescoes.  Othmar. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage  |    In  a  Winter  City.  !     Princess  Mapraxine. 

Under  Two  Flags.  >    Ariadne.        I  Friendship.  '     Guilderoy.      i     Ruftino. 

Puck.        !     Idalia.  A  Village  Commune.  Two  Offenders. 

Folle-Farine.  I    Moths.  Pipistrello.         I     Santa  Barbara. 

Popular  EDITIONS.    Medium  8vo,  td.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  each. 

Under  Two  Flags. |         Moths. 

Medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 

Held  in  Bondage.         |        Puck. 

The  Waters  of  Edera.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected  trom  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney  Morris.    Post 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  $s.— CHEAP  EDITION,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Pandurang  Hari  ;    or,   Memoirs  cf  a  Hindoo.      With  Preface  by  Sir 

BARTLE  FRERE.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2J. 

Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6rf.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd.  1       The  Family  Scapegrace. 

A  County  Family.  Holiday  Tasks. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted.  The  Talk  of  the  Town.    With  12  IUusts. 

By  Proxy.  I     For  Cash  Only.  The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

High  Spirits.  The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Confidential  Agent.    With  12  IUusts.  The  Burnt  Million. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.    With  12  IUusts.     |       Sunny  Stories.       I     A  Trying  Patient. 
Post  8vo  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Found  Dead.  J  Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Mirk  Abbey.    |  A  Marine  Residence. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves.  I   What  He  Cost  Her. 

Fallen  Fortunes.     lilt:  A  Memory. 

Under  One  Roof.  I    Glow-worm  Tales. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


Humorous  Stories.  |     From  Exile. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Married  Beneath   Him. 

Bentinck's  Tutor.    I    Walter's  Word. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Carlyon's  Year.       1    Cecil's  Tryst. 

Murphy's  Master.  I    At  Her  Mercy. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Some  Private  Views. 


A  Modern  Dick  Whittlngton  ;  or.  A  Patron  of  Letters.     With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
Notes  from  the  •  News.' 


i8_CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  m  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.      A  New  Translation,   with   Historical 

Introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'CRIE,  P.P.     Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  zs. 

Paul  (Margaret   A.).  — Gentle  and  Simple.     Crown 8 vo,  cloth,  with 

Frontispiece  by  HELEN  PaTERSON,  y.&£;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Payne  (Will).— Jerry  the  Dreamer.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Pennell  (li.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2..  6d.  e*. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  May  fair  :   Vers  de  Société-.    Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.6d.  each. 

An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. I        Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Beyond  the  Gates.    Post  8vo.  picture  cover,  is.  :  cloth,  ij-.  6d. 
_  Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  by  C  W.  Reed.    Crown  8vu,  cloth,  is.  bd. 

Phil  May's  Sketch=Book.    Containing  54  Humorous  Cartoons.   Crown 

folio,  cloth,  is.  bd. 

Phipson  (Dr.T.  L.),  Books  by.    Crown  8vo,  art  canvas,  gilt  top,  55.  ea. 

Famous  Violinists  and  Fine  Violins. 

Yoice  and  Violin  :   Sketches,  Anecdotes,  and  Reminiscences.  

Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.    With  Six  Plates  and  _oo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ys.  6.!. 
Songs  and  Poems.  1319-1879.    With  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.    Crown  8vo.  clot.'i. 

Plutarch's    Lives   of   Illustrious   Men.     With  Notas  and  a  Lite  of 

Plutarch  by  JOHN  and  W.M.  LANGHORNE,  and  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-cloth   lot.  u.i". 

Poe's  (Edgar  Allan)  Choice  Works  :    Poems,   Stories,    Essays. 

With  an  Introduction  by  CHARLES  BAUDELAIRE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  bd. . 

Pollock  (W.  H.). — The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.     Bv 

Sir  WALTER  BESANT  and  WALTER  H.  POLLOCK.     With  50  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Pond   (Major  J.   B.).— Eccentricities    of    Genius:     Memories    of 

Famous  Men  and  Women  of  the  Platform  and  the  Stage.     With  çr  Portraits.    Demy  8vo.  rloth,   12s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is. 

Porter  (John). — Kingsclere.    .'Edited  by  Byron  Webber.     With  19 

full-page  and  many  smaller  Illustrations.    Cheaper  Edition.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  js.  bd. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  is.  each. 

The  Romance  of  a  StatloBh I  The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  _u\  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo.  boards.  is.  each. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.                              Christina  Chard.  With  Frontispiece  by  W   PAGET. 
Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Robert  Saueer. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  td.  each. 
Nulma. I Madame  Izan. |    'As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 


Price  (E.  C). — Valentina.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  6d. 

Princess  Olga. — Radna:   A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  as. 
Pryce  (Richard).— Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  HAL  LUDLOW,  3s.  6a".:   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. ^___ 

Proctor  (Richard  A.),  Works  by. 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.    With  55  Illustrations.     Small  crowa  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6a. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  every  Night  in  the  Year.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Sx. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  as. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  &c.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  bs. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.    Crown  8vo.  is.  6d. 

Rambosson  (J.).— Popular  Astronomy.    Translated  by  C.  B.  Pitman. 

With  10  Coloured  Plates  and  63  Woodcut  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. , 

Randolph  (Col.  G.).^Aunt  Abigail  Dykes.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Read~(General   Meredith).— Historic  Studies  in  Vaud,  Berne, 

and  Savoy.    With  31  full-page  Illustrations.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  iSs. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by. 

A  Rich  Man's  Daughter.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

Weird  Stories.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  bd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House.  Fairy  Water. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.  Her  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens.  The  Nun's  Curse.    |    Idle  Tales. 
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Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 

The   New  Collected    LIBRARY  EDITION,  complete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  in  new  long   primer 
type,  primed  on  laid  paper,  and  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  price  3*.  6rf.  each. 


Peg    Wofflngton;    and   Christie    John- 
stone. 
■2.  Hard  Cash. 
3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.      With  a 

Preface  by  Sir  WALTER  BF.SANT. 
K-  '  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

5.  The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did 

Run   Smooth;    and  Singleheart  and 
Doubleface. 

6.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 

of  ail  Trades;    A  Hero  and  a  Mar- 
tyr ;  and  The  Wandering  Heir. 


Love  Me  Little,  Love  me  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The    Jilt,    and    other  Stories;     and    Good 

Stories  of  Man  and  other  Animals. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana;  and  Bible  Characters. 

In  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Peg  Wofflngton.     |     Christie  Johnstone.  Hard  Cash.  I     Griffith  Gaunt. 

'  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  I     Foul  Play.    I    Put  yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  Run  A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Smooth.  A  Simpleton.     |     The  Wandering  Heir. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;   Jack  of     |     A  Woman-Hater. 

all  Trades  ;  and  James  Lambert.  ,     Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long.  Good  Stories  of  Man  and  other  Animals. 

The  Double  Marriage.  The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. '     A  Perilous  Secret.         I     Readiana. 

l.ARGB  TYPE.  Fine  PAPER  EDITIONS.  Pott  8vo,  cl.,  gilt  top,  is.  net  ea.  ;  leather,  gilt  edges.  3-r.  net  ea. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. |        'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

POPULAR  EDITIONS.    Medium  8vo,  6rf.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  each. 
Peg  Wofflngton;  and  Christie  Johnstone.         |        Hard  Cash. 
Medium  8vo,  6rf.  each. 
'It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'    I    The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    I    Foul  Play. 
Christie  Johnstone.  With  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.  Fcap.  8vo,  half-R0xb.2j.6J. 
Peg  Wofflngton.    Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.     Fcap.  8vo,  hall-Roxourghe,  zs.  oJ. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.      In  Four  Vols.,  post  8vo,  with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  Walter 

BRSANT,  and  a  Fiontispiece  to  each  Vol.,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  the  set. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    New  illustrated  Edition,  with  16  Photogravure  and  ?4 
half-tone  Illustrations  by  MATT  B.  HEWERDINE.    Small  4to,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,  ics.  erf.  net. 

Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  is. __ 

Selections  from  the  Works  of   Charles   Reade.      With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.   ALEX. 
IRELAND.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6rf. 

Rim  mer  (Alfred),  Works  by.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s,  6d,  each. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    With  52  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

About  England  with  Dickens.    With  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof  and  A.  Rimmi-K. 

Rives  (Amélie,  Author  of  'The  Quick  or  the  Dead?'), Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6rf.  each. 
Barbara  Dering. |         Meriel  :  A  Love  Story. 

Robinson    Crusoe.      By  Daniel  Defoe.      With  37  Illustrations  by 

George  Cruikshanic    Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  is. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6rf.  ;  post  8vo  illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Woman  in  the  Dark.    C torn  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  6rf.  :  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65.  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds.  I     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 

came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror.  1066.     Printed  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5J. 

Rosengarten  (A.). — A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.   Trans- 
lated by  W.  COLLETT-SANDARS.    With  630  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ■js.  6rf. 


Ross  (Albert).— A  Sugar  Princess.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Rowley  (Hon.   Hugh),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d.  each. 

Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.    Profusely  Illustrated. 


Runciman  (James),  Stories  by. 

Schools  and    Scholars.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  Cd. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6rf. 


Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  as. 
The  Drift  of  Fate.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6rf. 


Russell  (Herbert).— True  Blue;  or,  'The  Lass  that  Loved  a  Sailor. 

Crown  8to,  cloth,  «.  6d. 


so    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  m  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Novels,  &c,  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  ss.  6d.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire.  An  Ocean  Tragedy 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  '  Ocean  Star 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe 


The  Tale  of  the  Ten 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

The  Good  Ship  *  Mohock.' 

The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man?    1    The  Convict  Ship. 

Heart  of  Oak.        |    The  Last  Entry. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s  bd.  each, 

A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. I The  Death  Ship. 

The  Ship  :  Her  Story.     With  50  Illustrations  by  H.  C.  SEPPINGS  WRIGHT.     Small  4to,  cloth,  6r. 
The    'Pretty    Polly':      A  Voyage  of  Incident.    With  12  Illustrations  by  G.  E.  Robertson. 
Large  crown  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5-y. 

Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  bd.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.        I     The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's,    j  To  His  Own  Master. 
Orchard  Damerel.        I     In  the  Face  of  the  World,  |  The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6,1.  each. 

The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart,. I        Modest  Little   Sara. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3!.  bd.  each. 
The  Wooing  of  May.         !      A  Tragic  Honeymoon.  A  Proctor's  Wooing. 

Fortune's  Gate.  |     Gallantry  Bower.  Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 

Mary  Unwin.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Percy  Tarrant.  Mrs.  Dunbar's  Secret. 

Saint   John    (Bayle).— A  Levantine    Family.      A    New    Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

Sala  (George  A.).— Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present  :  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Chief-Inspector  CAVANAGH.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj.  ;  cloth,  vs.  bd. 

Secret  Out,  The  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards:   with  Plntertain- 

ing  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or 'White' Magic.  By  W.  H.  CkEMER.  With  300  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. '     . 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergau)  and  the  Highlands  of  I'.avaria.    With 

Map  and  37  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Walks  in  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Senior  (Wm.).-By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  zs,  6d. 
Sergeant  (Adeline),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Under  False  Pretences. I        Dr.  Endlcott's  Experiment. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:    Lamb's  Tales  from    Shakespeare. 

With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH.     Crown  4to.  cloth  gilt,  y.  bd. 

Shakespeare  the  Boy.     With  Sketches  of  the  Home  and  School  Life, 

the  Games  and  Sports,  the  Manners,  Customs,  and  Folk-lore  of  the  Time.  By  WILLIAM  J.  ROLFE, 
Litt.D.  A  New  Edition,  with  42  IllusTations,  and  an  INDEX  OF  PLAYS  AND  PASSAGES  RE- 
FERRED TO.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  ts.  6,i. _______ 

Sharp  (William).— Children  of  To-morrow.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited.  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  HERNE  SHEPHERD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  bd.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols.: 

Vol.    I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor  ;    Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson  ;    Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale  ;    The  Wandering  Jew  ;    Queen    Mab.  with  the  Notes  ;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
,,      II.  Laon  and  Cythna  :    The  Cenci;    Julian  and  Maddalo  ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;    The  Witch  of 

Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas. 
,.     III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols.  : 
Vol.      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refu- 
tation of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
II.  The  Essays  ;    Letters  from  Abroad  ;    Translations  and  Fragments,  edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY, 
With  a  Biography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

Sherard  (RTh7).—  Rogues:  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Sheridan's   (Richard    Brinsley)    Complete  Works,  with  Life  and 

Anecdotes.    Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches, 
and  Tokes.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  %s.  bd. 
The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo.  half-bound,  is. 
Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals  and  The  School  for  Scandal.    Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Play,   and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  BRANDER  MATTHEWS.     With 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.  half-parchment.  i2.r.  6*t*. 

Shiel  f  M.  P.).— The  Purple  Cloud.     By  the  Author  of  '  The  Yellow 

Danger.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  cilt  top,  6s. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  III  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.     ai 

Sidney's   (Sir  Philip)    Complete    Poetical    Works,   including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART, 
D.  D.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  y.  td.  each. 

Signboards  :  Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Remarkable  Characters.    ByjACOli  LARWOOD  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTBN.     With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  td. 

Sims~7Qeorge  R.),  Works  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  td.  each 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs 
Tlnkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph  :    A  Circus  Story,  <fcc. 
Tales  of  To-day 


Dramas   of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
My  Two   Wives. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  Ten  Commandments:  Stories. 
Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  td.  each. 
The   Dagonet  Reciter   and   Reader  :   Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse, 
selected  from  his  own  Works  by  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

The  Case  of  George  Candlemas. I        Dagonet  Ditties.    (From  The  Referee.) 

How    the   Poor    Live;    and    Horrible    London.      With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.   Barnard. 
Crown  8vo,  leatherette,  is. 

Dagonet  Dramas  of  the  Day.    Crown  8vo.  is. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td.  each  ;  post  8vot  picture  boards,  vs.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  td.  each. 
Mary  Jane  Married.    I        Rogues  and  Vagabonds.        I        Dagonet  Abroad. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  éd.  each. 
Once  upon  a  Christmas  Time.     With  8  Illustrations  by  Charles  Green,  R.I. 
In  London's  Heart  :   A  Story  of  To-day.— Also  in  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  ax. 
Without  the  Limelight  :  Theatrical  Life  as  it  is. 
The  Small-part  Lady,  &c.  |     A  Blind  Marriage. 

Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With   Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  qd.  ;  cioth,  td. 

Sketchley  (Arthur).— A  Match  in  the  Dark.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Slang   Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  td. ^ 

Smart  (Hawley),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  31.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is.  each. 
Beatrice  and  Benedick.  I     Long  Odds. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.     |     The  Master  of  Rathkelly. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6./.  each. 
The  Outsider  |  A  Racing  Rubber. 

The  Plunger.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

Smith  (J.  MoyryTW^rkîTby: 

The  Prince  of  Argolis.    With  130  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35-.  td. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Snazelleparilla.       Decanted   by  G.  S.  Edwards.      With   Portrait  of 

G   H.  SNAZELLE,  and  65  Illustrations  by  C.  L.YALL.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry).— Songs  of  Adieu.    Small  4to  Jap,  vel.,65. 

Spalding  (T.  A.,  LL.B.).— Elizabethan  Demonology:   An  Essay 

on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5*. 


Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by 

Post  8vo,  ilk 


The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways,  &c. 
Hoodwinked  ;  &  Sandycroft  Mystery. 
The  Golden  Hoop.     |     Baok  to  Life. 


lustrated  boards.  is.  each. 


The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance   in  Full. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

A  Barren   Title.  i        Wife   or   No  Wife? 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  td.  each. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.  I    The  Grey  Monk.     |    The  Master  of  Trenance. 
A  Minion  of  the  Moon  :  A  Romance  of  the  King's  Highway. 
The  Secret  of  Wyvern  Towers. 

The  Doom  of  Siva.  !        The  Web  of  Fate. 

The  Strange  Experiences  of  Mr.  Verschoyle. 


Spenser  for  Children.    By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  WALTER  J.  MORGAN.     Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  jr.  td. 

Spettigue  (H.  H.).— The  Heritage  of  Eve.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Stafford  (John),  Novels  by^ 

Doris  an d  I.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  td.  \     Carlton  Priors.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  ts. 

Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal  i6mo, 

cloth  extra,  IS.  6d, 


22    CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  Publishers,  wi  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Stag=Hunting  with  the  'Devon  and  Somerset.'     An  Account  of 

tliu  Ch.ise  of  the  Wild  Red  Deer  on  Exmoor,  1887-1901.  By  PHILIP  EVERED.  With  70  Illustrations 
by  H.  M.  LOMAS.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt   i6j.  net.  

Stedman  (E.  C). — Victorian  Poets.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs. 
Stephens  (Riccardo,*M.B.). — The  Cruciform  Mark:  The  Strange 

Story  of  RICHARD  TreGENN'A,  Bachelor  of  Medicine  (Univ.  Edinb.l     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Stephens  (Robert  Neilson).— Philip  Winwood  :   A  Sketch  of  the 

Domestic  History  ot  an  American  Captain  in  the  War  of  Independence:  embracing  events  that 
occurred  between  and  during  the  years  1763  and  1786,  in  New  York  and  London;  written  by  His 
Enemy  in  War.  HERBERT  RUSSHLL,  Lieutenant  in  the  Loyalist  Forces.  With  Six  Illustrations 
by  E.  Vf.  D.  HAMILTON.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  ys.  6d. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armilage).—  The   Afghan    Knife:    A  Novel.     Post 

Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  ;  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Travels  with  a  Donkev.    With  a  Frontisniece  by  Walter  Ckanp. 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
Familiar  Studies  of   Men  and   Books. 
The   Silverado  Squatters.    With  Frontispiece  by  T.  D.  Strong. 
The    Merry    Men.  1      Underwoods:    Poems. 

Memories   and   Portraits. 

Virginibus  Puerisque.  and  other  Paper.;.     |      Ballads.  |      Prince   Otto. 

Across    the   Plains,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

Weir  of  Hermiston. I     In  the  South  Seas. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books.    Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition.    Pott  3vo, 

cloth,  gilt  top,  is.  net  :  leather,  gilt  edges,  ji.  net. 
A  Lowden  Sabbath  Morn.      With  27  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  Boyd.      Fcap.  8yo,  cloth,  6s. 
Songs  of  Travel.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  5*. 
New   Arabian    Nights.      Crown   8vo,  buckram,    gilt  top,   6s.  ;    post  810,   illustrated  boards,   -s. 

—Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  6rf. 
The  Suicide   Club;   and   The   Rajah's  Diamond.    (From  New  Arabian  Nights.)    With 

Eight  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HENNESSY.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  jr.  6d. 
The  Stevenson  Reader:  Selections  from  the  Writings  of  Rolert  LOUIS  STEVENSON.  Fiiitcd 

hy  LLOYD  OSBOURNE.     Post  8vo.  cloth,  s.r.  6d.  ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  y.  6d. 
Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  EDiTloNTPott  8vo,  cl.,  gilt  top,  -2s.  net  each  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  jr.  net  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books.    I        New  Arabian   Nights. 
Robert    Louis    Stevenson  :    A  Life  Study  in  Criticism.    By   H.  BELLYSE  BAILDON.    With 

2  Portraits.    SECOND  EDITION,  REVISED.    Crown  Svo,   buckram,   gilt  top,  6s. 

Stockton  (Frank  R.).—  The  Young~Master  of  Hyson  Hall.     With 

numerous  Illustrations  by  VIRGINIA  H.  DAVISSON  and  C.  H.  STEPHENS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

Storey    (Q.  A.,   A. R. A.). —Sketches    from    Memory.      With    93 

Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Demy  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  12J.  6d. 

Stories   from    Foreign    Novelists.      With   Notices   by   Helen   and 

ALICE  ZIMMF.RN.     r    iwn  Svo,  cloth  extra  3.r.  6d. 

Strange   Man  use:  -Int   (A)    Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder.     Crown 

Bvo,  cloth  extra,  with  iq  IUI      étions  by  GILBERT  GAUL.  ?r.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence MARRY  AT,  &c.    Post       ..  illustrated  boards.  ?.<-. 

Strutt  (Joseph).  —  The  Sports  and   Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England  ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations.  May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  HONE.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo.  cloth  extra,  jr.  6f_ 

Sundowner.— Told  by  the  Taffrail.     CrowR~8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


Surtees  (Robert).— Handley  Cross;    or,   Mr.   Jorrocks's  Hunt. 

With  79  Illustrations  by  JOHN  LEECH.     A  New  Edition.    Post  8vo,  cloth.  2J. 

Swinburne's  (Algernon  C.)  Works. 


Selections  from  the  Poetical   Works  of 

A.  C.  Swinburne.    Fcan.  8vo  6s. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  is. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series.    Crown 

8vo.  or  fcap.  8vo;  qs. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Ser.  Cr.8vo.9j. 

Poems*  Ballads.  ThirdSeries.  Cr.  8vo,  is. 

Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  8vo.  ior.  6d. 

Bothwell:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo.  i2r.  6d. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 

George  Chapman.    (Set  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP- 
MAN'S Works.!     Crown  8vo,  y.  6d. 

Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  8vo.  i2.r. 

Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  8vo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  8vo,  8s. 


Son^s  of  the  Springtides.    Crown   vo,  6s. 
Studies  In  Song.    Crown  8vo,  7*. 
Mary  Stuart:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  8vo,  oj. 
A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  jto.  8s. 
A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  8vo,  is. 
Marino  Faliero  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6*. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo,  iqs. 
Locrine  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 
A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Crown  8vo.  is. 
The  Sisters  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Astrophel,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  is. 
Studies  In  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.8vo.9j. 
The  Tale  of  Balen.    Crown  8vo,  is. 
Rosamund,  Queen  of  the   Lombards:  / 
Tragedy.     Crown  Svo.   6s. 
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Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  'Gulliver's  Travels.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 
Jonathan  Swift:  A  Study.    By  1.  Chukton  Collins.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  8j.  

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours:  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 

01  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.     With  ROWLANDSON'S  Coloured  Illustrations,  and  Life  of  the 
_Author  by  J.  C.  llori'HN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6rf. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature.     Translated  by  Henry  Van 

Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30J.— POPULAR  EDITION,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  15J. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  — Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  of 

Modern  Writers.    Pose  Svo,  cloth  limp,  zs. 

Taylor  (Tom).  — Historical  Dramas:  'Jeanne  Darc,'  ' 'Twixi  Axe 

and  crown,'  -The  Fool's  Revenge,'  •  arkwright's  Wife,'  'Anne  Bolevne.'  'Plot  and 
Passion.'    Crown  8vo,  is.  each.  

Temple  (Sir  Richard,  O. C.S.I. ). — A  Bird's=eye  View  of  Pictur- 
esque India.    With  32  Illustrations  by  the  Author.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Thackerayana  :   Notes  and  Anecdotes.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  oT  Sketches  by  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAV.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6rf. 

Thames,  A  New  Pictorial   History  of  the.     By  A.   S.  Krausse. 

With  340  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  tut. 


Thomas  (Annie),  Novels  by. 

The  Siren's  Web  :  A  Romance  of  London  Society.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6<i. 

Comrades  True.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  .gilt  top.  6s. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by. 

The  Yiolin-Player.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  6/. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6.r.  each. 
In  a  Cathedral  City.  I        The  Son  of  the  House. 

The  House  on  the  Scar:  a  Tale  of  South  Devon.    Second  Edition. 

Thomson's  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With    Intro- 

duction  by  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM,  and  48  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  is. 

Thoreau:   His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  Page.     With  a  Portrait 

and  View.     Post  8vo  buckram,  31.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Correspondance  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner.    With  Eight  Illustrations  in  Colours  and 

Two  Woodcuts.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3V.  6,1. 
Tales   for  the   Marines.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

Clubs  and   Club   Life  in    London:    Anecdotes  of   its  Famous  Coffee-houses,   Hostelries,  and 

Taverns.    With  41  Illustrations. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  Sporting  Scenes, 

Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk.  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 


Twain's  (Mark)  Books. 

The  Author's  Edition  de  Luxe  of  the  Works  of  Mark  Twain,  in  22  Volumes  (limited 
to  600  Numbered  Copies  for  sale  in  Great  Britain  and  its  Dependencies),  price  ,£13  15J.  net  the 
Set  ;  or,  iix.  6rf.  net  per  Volume,  is  now  complete,  and  a  detailed  Prospectus  may  be  had.  The 
First  Volume  of  the  Set  is  SIGNED  HY  THE  AUTHOR.     (Sold  only  in  Sets.) 

UNIFORM  LIBRARY  EDITION  OF  MARK  TWAINS  WORKS. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3.C.  6</.  each. 

Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour.     »vith  197  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Ksmbi.e. 

Roughing  It;  and  The  Innocents  at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Frashr. 

The  American  Claimant.    With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

'The  Adventures  of   Tom  Sawyer.    With  in  Illustrations. 

Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.     With  26  Illustrations  by  DAN  BEARD. 

Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  &c.     With  Photogravure  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Pudd'nhead  Wilson.        With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  LOU  IS  LoEH. 

"A  Tramp  Abroad.     With  314  Illustrations. 

*The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or.  The  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.   With  234  Illustrations.    (The  Two  Sh 
ling  Edition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 

*The  Gilded  Age.     By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner     With  212  Illustrations. 

♦The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.     With  190  Illustrations. 

*Life  on  the  Mississippi.    With  300  Illustrations. 

•The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.    With  174  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kembi.r. 

•A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur.    With  220  Illustrations  by  Dan  Dkaiu.'. 

*The  Stolen  White  Elephant.  1         'The  £1.000,000  Bank-Note. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.  Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.  With 
Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

♦**  The  books  marked  *  may  be  had  also  in  post  8vo.  picture  boards,  at  zr.  each. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each, 

Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of  Arc.    With   Twelve  Illustrations  by  F.  V.  Du  Mond. 

More  Tramps  Abroad. 

The  Man  that  Corrupted  Hadleyburg.  and  other,Stones  and  Sketches.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

Mark  Twain's  Sketches.    PostSvo,  illustrated  boards,  ax. 


34    CHATTO  &  WIN  DUS,  Publishers,   in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
The   Way   We  LiYe  Now.  I     Mr.   Scarborough's   Family. 

Frau   Frohmann.     |       Marlon  Fay.        |     The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kept  In  the    Dark.    |    The  American   Senator.    |     The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

Trollope  (Frances  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6rf.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea.    I      Mabel's  Progress. 1     Anne  Fnrness. 

Trollope  (T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut  Diamond.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds„  25, 
Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser=).— Mistress  Judith  :    A  Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  entra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6,i.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |     The  Blaekhall  Ghosts.  |     What  She  Came  Through. 

Post  8vo.  illur.trated  boards,  is.  each. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  !  The  Huguenot  Family.  I  Noblesse  Oblige.  I  Disappeared. 

Saint  Mungo's   City.      |  LadyBeU. |  Beauty   and   the  Beast. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Macdonald  Lass.    With  Frontispiece.  |     Mrs.  Carmichael's  Goddesses. 
The  Wltch-Wlfe.      I   Rachel  Langton.  !     Sapphira.     I     A  Honeymoon's  Eclipse. 

A   Young  Dragon. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  at. 
Three  Men  of  Mark.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6.?. ^_^_^^_ 

Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by.  —A  Crown  of  Straw.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  6s. 

The  Queen  Against  Owen.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6rf.  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is. 

The  Prince  of  Balklstan.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is. 

Vandam  (Albert  D.).— A  Court  Tragedy.     With  6  Illustrations  by 

J.  Barnard  Davis.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  

Vashti  and  Esther.     B^BelIe'  of  The  World.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.),  Books  by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Scorpion  :    A  Romance  of  Spain.     With  a  Frontispiece. 
With  Zola  in  England:  A  Story  of  Exile.     With  4  Portraits. 
A  Path  o'  Thorns.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Bluebeard  :  An  Account  of  the  Careers  01  Comorre  the  Cursed  and  Gilles  de  Rais  ;  with  an  Epitome 
ot  other  Traditions.     Demy  8vo,  doth,  gs.  net. [Shortly. 

Wagner   (Leopold).  — How  to  Get  on  the  Stage,   and    how  to 

Succeed  there.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

Watford's  County  Families   of   the  United   Kingdom   (1902). 

Containing  Notices  of  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c,  of  more  than  12,000  Distinguished 
Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the  Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs,  Sec.     Royal  8vo,  clotn  gilt,  50?.  |fa,'ani;t, 

WaTlêr~(S.  E.).—  SebastianPsSecret.  With  9  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,6s. 
Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete  Angler.     With  Memoirs  and  Notes 

by  Sir  HARRIS  NICOLAS,  and  61  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  is.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

M.  ROSSETTI.    With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

Warden  (Florence),  Novels  by. 

Joan,   the  Curate.    Crown  Pvo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back.  is. 

A  Fight  to  a  Finish.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Warman  (Cy).— The  Express  Messenger,  and  other  Tales  of  the 

Rail.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. '. . 

Warner  (Chas.  Dudley).—  A~Roundabout  Journey.    Cr.8vo,  cl  6s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.    is. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  including  Queen  Elizabeth's  Signa- 


ture and  the  Great  Seal,    is 


Wassermann  (Lillias).— The  Daffodils.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  td. 
WeatherTHow  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  CORY.     With  Ten  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. ^> 

We bbëiH  Byron).— ^Sport  and  Spangles.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is. 
Werner  (A.).— Chapenga's  White  Man.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Westbury   (Atha).—  The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook:   A  Ro- 

nance  of  Maoriland.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y  6d. 
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Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust  Money.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s.  each. 
As  a  Man  Sows.  A  Red  Bridal.  I        As  Luck  would  have  it. 

Her  Ladyship's  Secret.    I        The  Old  Bank. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  $s.  6d.  each. 
A  Woman  Tempted  Him.    |    Nigel  Fortescue. 
For  Honour  and  Life.  Ben  Clough.  I  Birch  Dene. 

Her  Two  Millions.  I     The  Old  Factory  (also  at  td.) 

Two  Pinches  of  Snuff.         {    Sons  of  Belial. 
With  the  Red  Eagle. '    Strange  Crimes. 


The  Phantom  City. 
Ralph  Norbreck's  Trust. 
A  Queer  Race. 
Red  Ryvlngton. 
Roy  of  Roy's  Court. 


Whishaw  (Fred.)-  — A  Forbidden   Name:  A  Story  of  the  Court  of 

Catherine  the  Great.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

White  (Gilbert).— The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.      Post  8vo, 

printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  is. 

Wilde   (Lady).— The  Ancient   Legends,    Mystic  Charms,  and 

Superstitions  of  Ireland  ;  with  Sketches  of  the  Irish  Past.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  by. 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  dr. 

A  Vindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  IUusts.    Demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  12s.  6J. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  ETA.).— A  Child  Widow.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
Wills  (C.  J.),  Novels  by. 

An  Easy-going  Fellow.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3^.  6d.  |  His  Dead  Past.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  259  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  sloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.    With  36  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth    31.  6/. 

Common  Accidents  :  How  to  Treat  Them.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is. ad. 

Glimpses  Of  Nature,     With  3$  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6</. 

Winter  (John  Strange),  Stories   by.      2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

each.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards. 

Cavalry  Life.  I     Regimental  Legends. 

Cavalry  Life  and  Regimental  Legends.    Library  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6d. 
A  Soldier's  Children.    With  34  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Wissmann     (Hermann    von).  —  My    Second    Journey    through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  92  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  ioj. 

Wood  (H.  F.),   Detective  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  boards,  zs.  each. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard.     I        The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Woolley  (Celia  Parker).  — Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  and  The- 
ology-    Post  8vo, cloth,  is.  6d. 

Wright  (Thomas,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges  ;  or,  Annals  of  the  House  of  Hanover.  Compiled  from 
Squibs.  Broadsides.  Window  Pictures.  Lampoons,  and  Pictorial  Caricatures  of  the  Time.  With 
over  300  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and 
Painting.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  FAIRHOLT.  F.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  -s.  6d 

Wynman  (Margaret). — My  Flirtations.      With  13  Illustrations  by 

J.Bernard  Partridge.    Post8vo.  cloth  limp,  is. 

Zola  (Emile),   Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Joy  of  Life.    Edited  by  ERNEST  A.  Vizetelly. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons.    Edited  by  ERNEST  A.  Vizetelly. 

Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

The  Conquest  of  Plassans.     Edited  by  Ernest  a.  Vizetelly. 

Germinal  ;  or,  Master  and  Man.    Edited  by  ERNEST  A.  Vizetelly. 

The  Honour  of  the  Army,  and  other  Stories.    Edi'ed  bv  Ernp.-t  A.  Vizetelly. 

His  Excellency  Eugene  Rougon).    With  an  Introduction  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

The  Dram-Shop  L'Assommoir'.    With  Introduction  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

Money.    Translated  bv  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

His  Masterpiece.    "Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

The  Downfall.    Translated  by  E.  A.  VIZETELLY.— Alsoa  POPULAR  EDITION,  medium  8vo.  M. 

The  Dream.     Translated  by  ELIZA  CHASE.     With  Eight  Illustrations  by  JEANNIOT. 

Doctor  Pascal.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Lourdes.     Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  Vizetelly. 

Rome.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY.   I  Paris.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

Frultfulness  (Fécondité).     Translated  and  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  E.  A.  VIZETELLY. 

Work.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  Vizetelly. 

With  Zola  In  England.    By  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly.   With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

'ZZ'  (Li  Zangwill).— A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle.  Cr.8vo,3J.6rf. 
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SOME   B00K5   CLASSIFIED   IN   SERIES. 

The  St.  Martin's  Library.     Pott  8vo,  cloth,  2S.  net  each;  leather,  3s.  net  each. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  By  Chas.  Reade.    |    '  It  la  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'    By  Ch.  Reade. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books.     By  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights.    By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.    By  Thomas  Hardy. 

The  Deemster.    By  Hall  Caine.  


The  Mayfair  Library. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  '  The  Times.' 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  X.  de  M  aistre 

Poetical  Ingenuities.     By  \V.  T.  Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Kin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert  s  Plays.    Three  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A   Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table.   By  O  W.  HOLMES. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  KEMPT. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Little  EBsays  :  from  Lamb's  Letters, 
Forensic  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Ourselves.     By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Witch  Stories.     By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Pastimes  and  Players.     By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  PAGE. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  PENNELL. 
Peiasu3  Re-saddled.     By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Puniana  (Two  Series).    By  Hon.  HUGH  ROW  LEV. 
Bv  Stream  and  Sea.    By  William  Senior. 


The  Golden  Library 

8ongs  for  Sailor».    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    By  W.  Godwin. 
The    Autocrat    of    the   Breakfast    Table.       By 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  jEf-9E. 
La  Mort  d'Arthur  :   Selections  from  Mallory. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 


Handy    Novels.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6rf.  each. 
Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.    By  Grant  Allen  |    Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.    M.  E.  Coleridge. 

Monte  Carlo  Stories.    By  Joan  Barreii.  The  Old  Maid  s  Sweetheart.     By  A.  ST.  Aubyn. 

Black  Spirits  and  White.    By  R.  A.  Cram. I    Modest  Little  Sara.    By  Alan  ST.  AUkyn'. 

My     Library.      Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2S.  6d.  each. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerln.                            i    Christie  Johnstone.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.                         Peg  Woffington.    By  CHARLES  READE. 
Citation_of_ William  Shakspeare.  W.  S.  Landor.     ' 

The  Pocket  Library.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each. 


Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Robinson  CrU3oe.  Illustrated  by  G.  CRUIKSHANK 
Autocrat  and  Professor.     Bv  O.  W.  Holmes. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    By  Thomas  Hood. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 
The  Barber's  Chair,    By  DOUGLAS  Jerrold. 


The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    By  Iacob  Larwood. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moon  p.. 
Plays  bv  Richard  Br'insley  Sheridan. 
Gulliver  s  Travels,  &c.     By  Dean  SWIFT. 
Thomson's  Seasons.     Illustrated. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 


POPULAR  SIXPENNY  NOVELS. 


The  Orange  Girl.    By  Walter  Besant. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.  Walt.  Besant 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet.  Besant  &  Rice.  May. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy.  Besant  &  Rich.  [Jen. 

The  Golden  Butterfly.    Besant  ana  Rice. 

The  Deemster.    Bv  Hall  Caine. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.    By  Hall  Caine. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.    By  Hall  Caine. 

Antonina.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Moonstone.       By  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.    Bv  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Dead  Secret.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 

Man  and  Wife.    By  wilkie  Collins.     \ April. 


The  New  Magdalen.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 
Held  in  Bondage.    By  Ouida. 
Moths.    By  Ouida.        |     Puck.    By  Ouida. 
Under  Two  Flags.    By  Ouida. 
Peg  Woffington  ;  and  Christie  Johnstone.       Bv 
Charles  Reade.  readp. 

The   Cloister   and   the   Hearth.    By  Charles 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Hard  Cash.     By  CHARLES  Reade. 
Foul  Play.    By  Charles  Reade.  'March. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  By  R.  L  STEVENSON, 
The  Old  Factory  By  William  Westai.l. 
The  Downfall.    By  E.  Zola.  [Ftbriiary 


THE  PICCADILLY   NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  M.  each. 
By  ARTEMUS    WARD. 
Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 
Valerie's  Fate.  |    Barbara 

A  Life  Interest.  A  Fi?ht  with  Fate. 

Mona  s  Choice.  |    A  Golden  Autumn. 

Bv  Woman's  Wit.  Mrs.CrichionsCredltor. 

The  Cost  of  Her  Pride,  i    The  Step-mother. 

A  Missing  Hero. 
By  F.  M.   ALLEN. —Green  as  Grass. 
By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


Philistia.     I  "  Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
For  Maimie  s  Sake, 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
'Uie  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Tents  of  Shorn. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
Duche??  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
I.  Greets  Masterpiece. 
The  Scallywag 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 


By  M.  ANDERSON.— Othello's  Occupation. 

Bv  EDWIN   L.  ARNOLD. 
Pbra  the  Phoenician.    I  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.  A  Woman  Intervenes. 

From  Whose  Bourne.         Revenge  I 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Woman  of  IronBracelets.  |  Under  a  Strange  Mask. 
Fettered  for  Life.  A  Missing  Witness. 

The  Harding  Scandal.       I  Was  She  Justified  1 

By    '  BELLE.'  — Vashti  and  Esther. 
By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


Ready  Money  Mortiboy. 
Mr  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelem» 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar  s  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
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By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  &  Conditions,  i  Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Porster. 

Uncle  Jack.  I  Holy  Rose 

World  Went  Well  Then. 


Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulas. 
For  Paith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 


Katherines  bv  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia,  <Sc. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Dreams  of  Avarice. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 
The  City  of  Refuge. 
A  Fountain  Sealed. 
The  Changeling. 
The  Fourth  Generation 


The  Charm. 

By  AMBROSE  BIERCE— In  Midst  of  Life. 
By  HAROLD  BINDLOSS.Alnslies  Ju -Ju. 

ByM.  McD.  BODKIN DoraMyil. 

By  PAUL   BOUROET.— A  Living  Lie. 
By  J.  D.  BRA  YSHAW.— Slum  Silhouettes. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
8hadow  of  the  Sword,     i  The  New  Abelard. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  |  Matt.    |    Rachel  Dene 

God  and  the  Man.  i  Master  of  the  Mine. 

Martyrdom  of  Madeline  I  The  Heir  of  Linne 


Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Charlatan. 


Woman  and  the  Ulan. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 

Ladv  Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda. 


R.  W.  CHAMBERS.-The  King  in  Yellow. 

By  J.  M.  CH APPLE.—  The  Minor  Chord. 

By  HALL  CA1NE. 

Shadow  of  a  Crime.    |    Deemster.  |  Son  of  Hagap. 
By  AUSTIN  CLARE.-By  Rise  of  River. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE 

Paul  Ferroll   I  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife 

By  ANNE   COATES.-RiesDiary. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Red  Sultan.  I  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  WILKIE   COLLINS. 
Armadale.  |  AfterDark.    The  New  Magdalen. 


No  Name.    I  Antonina 
Basil.    |  Hide  and  Seek 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
•  I  Say  No.' 
Little  Novels. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue  s  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Blacksmith  &  Scholar.    I  You  Play  me  False. 
The  Village  t'omedv.        !  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. -Every  In  oh  Soldier 

By  HERBERT  COMPTON. 
The  Dximitable  Mrs.  Massingham. 

By  E.H.COOPER.-Geoffory  Hamilton. 
By   V.  C.  COTES.  — Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  E.   CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 

Tales  of  Our  Coast. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 


Diana  Barrington. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Mr.  Jervis. 

Village  Tales. 

Some  One  Else.  |  Jason 

Infatuation. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET 
The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 


The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

Marri?d  or  Single  ? 

Two  Masters. 

In  theKingdom  of  Kerry 

Interference. 

A  Third  Person. 

Beyond  the  Pale. 

Miss  Ealmaine's  Past. 

Terence. 


H.  C.  DAVIDSON Mt.  Sadler  s  Daughter» 

By  HARRY  DE  WINDT. 
True  Tales  of  Travel  and  Adventure. 
By  DICK  DONOVAN. 


Tales  of  Terror. 
Chronicles  of  Michael 
Danevitch.  [Detective. 
Tyler  Tatlock,  Private 


Man  from  Manchester 
Records  of  Vincent  Trill 
The    Mystery    of 

Jamaica  Terrace. 

Deacon  Brodie 
By  RICHARD  DOWLING. 
Old  Corcorans  Money. 

By  A.  CONAN   DOYLE. 
The  Firm  of  Girdiestone. 

By  S.  JEANNETTE   DUNCAN. 
A  Daughter  of  To  day.  I   Vernon's  Aunt. 
By  ANNIE   EDWARDES. 
A  Plaster  Saint  !  Archie  Love:l 

By  G.  S.   EDWARDS.— Snazeliepariila. 
By  Q.  MANV1LLE  FENN 


Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 
The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray 
Commodore  Junk. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Virgin. 
Black  Blood. 
Double  Cunning. 


A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 
King  of  the  Castle 
Master  of  Ceremonies. 
The  Man  with  a  Shadow 
One  Maid  a  Mischief. 
Story  of  Antony  Grace. 
This  Man's  Wife. 
In  Jeopardy.         {n'ng. 
A  Woman  Worth  Win- 


By  PERCY   FITZGERALD. -Fatal Zero 
By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

One  by  One.  I  Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.     Jack  Doyle's  Daughter. 

A  Real  Queen. 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Se th's  Brother's  Wife.     I  The  Lawton  Girl. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 
AStrangeManuscript  Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder, 
By    PAUL   GAULOT.— The  Red  Shirts 
By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  |  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Of  High  Degree 

By  E.   GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Golden  Rock. 

Fair  Colonist  |  Fossicker  |  Tales  from  the  Veld. 

By  E.   J.   GOODMAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wavne. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  ALFRED  A.  GRACE. 
Tales  of  a  Dying  Race. 
CECIL   GRlFFITH.-Corinthia  Marazlon. 

By  A.  CLAVERING  GUNTER. 
A  Florida  Enchantment. 

By  OWEN   HALL. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm.     |  Jetsam. 

By  COSMO  HAMILTON 
Glamour  of  Impossible.    I    Thron-h  a  Keyhole. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET   HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.        ,  A_Prot-g.  e    of     Jac» 
A  Ward  of  the  Goiden 
Gate.  (Springs. 

A  Sappho  of  Green 
Col.  Starbottle  s  Client. 
Susy.  |  Sally  Dows. 
Hell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth.         I   Dust.  i  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Eliice  Quentin.  David  Poindexter  s  Dis- 

Sebastian  Strome.  |      appearance. 

Fortune's  Fool.  i   Spectre  of  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.   HELPS.—  Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  I.   HENDERSON.— Agatha  Pago 
By  G.  A.  HENTY. 
Dorothy's  Double.  I  The  Queen  a  Cup. 

By  HEADON  HILL. 
Zambra  the  Detective. 


Hamlins. 
Clarence. 
Barker  s  Luck. 
Devil's  Ford,      fcelslor. 
The  Crusade  of  the  '  Ex- 
Three  Partners. 
Gabriel  Cor  roy. 
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By  JOHN    HILL.— The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  TIGHE   HOPKINS. 

Twixt  Love  and  Doty.  |  Nugents  of  Carriconna. 
The  Incomplete  Adventurer.    |  Nell  Haflende». 
VICTOR   HUOO.-The  Outlaw  of  Iceland. 
FERGUS  HUME.-Lady  from  Nowhere. 
By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 


A  Point  of  Conscience. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
The  Ooming  of  Culoe. 
Nora  Creina 
An  Anxious  Moment. 
April's  Lady. 
Peter  s  Wife. 
Lovice. 


Marvel 

A  Modern  Circe. 

Lady  Patty. 

A  Mental  strugele. 

Lady  Vomer's  Plight. 

The  Red  House  Mystery 

The  Three  Graces. 

Professor's  Experiment. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. -A  Drawn  Game. 

By  GEORGE  LAMBERT. 

The  President  of  Bora  via. 

By   EDMOND   LEPELLETIER. 
Madame  Sans  Gene. 
By  ADAM  LILBURN.  A  Tragedy  in  Marble 

By  HARRY   LINDSAY. 

Rhoda  Roberts.  |  The  Jacobite. 

By  HENRY  W.   LUCY. -Gideon  Fleyce. 
By   E.  LYNN    LINTON. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
An  Octave  of  Friends. 


Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 

The  Three  Disgraces. 


Patricia  Kemball 
Under  which  Lord? 
'  My  Love  !       |    lone. 
Paston  Carew. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
With  a  Silken  Thread 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  justin  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  ,  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Camiola 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

By  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY. 

A  London  Legend.  |  The  Royal  Christopher 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow.  |  Phantastes. 

\V.   H.   MALLOCK — The  New  Republic. 
P.&V.  MARGUERITTE. -The Disaster. 
By   L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.       j  On  Brink  of  a  Chasm. 
In  an  Iron  Grip.  |  The  Siren. 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient      I  The  Way  of  a  Woman. 
TheVoice  of  theCharmer    A  Son  of  lahmael. 
An  Adventuress.  ]  The  Blue  Diamond. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

This  Stage  of  Fools.       |  Cynthia. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 

The  Gun  Runner.  I  The  King  3  Assegai. 

LuckofGerardRidgeley.  |  Rensh.  Fanning  sQueat. 

By  Mrs.   MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.    |    Golden  Idol. 
Basile  the  Jester.  I  Young  Lochinvar. 

By   D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY 


A  Life  s  Atonement. 

Joseph  s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Val  Strange.   1  Hearts. 

A  Mode'  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin  s  Little  Girl 
Time  s  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o  Nails. 
Tales  in  Prose  A  Verse 
A  Race  for  Millions. 
This  Little  World. 


By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

The  Bishops  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones  s  Alias. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

By  HUME  NISBET.-'  Ball  Dp  r 
Bv   W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann  s.  I  Billy  Beilew. 

Miss  Wentworth  s  Idea. 
By  G.  OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift.  |  Love  s  Depths, 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT.-The  Sorceress. 
By  OUIDA. 
Held  in  Bondage.  In  a  Winter  City. 

Strathmore.  |  Chandos.     Friendship. 


Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia.  [Gage. 

Cecil      Castlemaine  s 
Trlcotrin.      |    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.     |    Signa. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 


Moths.       I    Rnffino 
Pipistrello.  |  Ariadne. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi.       I    Wanda. 
Frescoes.  I    Otbmar. 
In  Maremma. 
8yrlln.         |  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 


The  Waters  of  Edera. 
By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town, 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  WilL 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Tiring  Patient. 
A  Modern  Dick  Whit- 
tington. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd 
The  Family  Scapegrace 
A  County  Family. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
High  Spirits.  |By  Proxy. 

By  WILL  PAYNE Jerry  the  Dreamer. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  I  Mrs.  Trega3kiss. 
ChriBtina  Chard.  I  Nuima.  I  Madame  Izan. 

'  As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 
By    E.   C.  PRICE.-Valentlna. 

By   RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Weird  Stories.  I  A  Rich  Man's  Daughter. 

By  AMELIE   RIVES. 
Barbara  Dering.  I  MerieL 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
The  Hands  of  Justice.    |  Woman  in  the  Dark. 
By  ALBERT  ROSS — A  Sugar  Princess. 
By  HERBERT   RUSSELL.    True  Blue 

By  CHARLES   READE. 

Peg    Wofflngton  :     and     " 
Christie  Johnstone. 


Griffith  Gaunt. 
Love  Little.  Love  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Foul  Play. 

Put  Yrself  in  His  Place 
True     A  Terrible  Temptation. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman  Hater. 
The  Jilt,  &  otherStories  : 
&  Good  Stories  of  Man. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana  ;     and    Bible 
Characters. 


Hard  Cash 

Cloister  &  the  Hearth 

Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 

The    Course 
Love  ;      and    Single- 
heart  &  Doubleface. 

Autobiography  of  a 
Thief;  Jack  of  all 
Trades  ;  A  Hero  and 
a  Martyr  ;  and  The 
Wandering  Heir. 

J.  RUNCIMAN Skippers  and  Shellbacks 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL 


Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Mysteryof  'Ocean  Star' 
Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  I 
Good  Ship  'Mohock.' 
The  Convict  Ship. 
Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Last  Entry. 


The  Death  Ship. 
By  DORA  RUSSELL.-Drlft  of  Fat». 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 
BAYLE   ST.  JOHN A  Levantine  Family. 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 

Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment. 
Under  False  Pretences. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 


Dagonet  Abroad. 
Once  Upon  a  Christmas 

Time. 
Without  the  Limelight. 


Rosrues  and  Vagabonds. 
In  London's  Heart 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
The  Small-part  Lady. 


A  Blind  Marriage. 

By  HAWLEY   SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.  |  The  Outsider. 

The  Master  of  Rathkelly.     Beatrice  &  Benedick. 

Long  Odds.  I  A  Racing  Rubber. 

By  J.  MOYR  SMITH. 
The  Prince  of  Argolis. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.        I  A  Minion  of  the  Moon. 
The  Grey  Monk.  Secret  Wyvern  Towers. 

The  Master  of  Trenance  |  The  Doom  of  Siva. 
The  Web  of  Fats. 
The  Strange  Experiences  of  Mr.  Verschoyle. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        I  The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 
The  Junior  Dean.'  The  Wooing  of  May 

MasterofSt.Benedict's.  |  A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 


To  his  Own  Master. 
Gallantry  Bower. 
In  Face  of  the  World. 
Orchard  Damerel. 


A  Proctor  s  Wooing. 
Fortune's  Gate 
I  Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 
Mary  Unwin. 


Mrs.  Dunbar  s  Secret. 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD.  — Doris  and  I. 

By  R.  STEPHENS.— The  Cruciform  Mark. 

By  R.   NE1LSON  STEPHENS. 
Philip  Winwood. 

R.   A.  STERNDALE.-The  Afghan  Knife. 
R.   L.  STEVENSON.— The  Suicide  Club. 

By  FRANK  STOCKTON. 
The  Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall. 
By  SUNDOWNER.    Told  by  the  Tafi rail. 
By  ANNIE  THOMAS.— The  Sirens  Web. 
BERTHA  THOMAS.—  The  Violin  Player 

By   FRANCES   E.  TROLLOPE 

Like  Ships  upon  Sea.      I  Mabel's  Progress. 
Anne  Furness. 

By  ANTHONY   TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  I   Scarborough  s  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  The  Land-Leaguers. 

Marion  Fay. 

By   IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


Choice  Works 
Library  of  Humour. 
The  Innocents  Abroad. 
Roughing  It  ;    and  The 

Innocents  at  Home. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  American  Claimant. 
Ad  venturesTom  Sawyer 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective 


By  MARK  TWAIN. 


Pudd  nhead  Wilson. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
P  io.ee  and  the  Pauper. 
!.l:e  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Adventures    of 

Huckleberry  Finn. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
Stolen  White  Elephant 
£1,000. QUO  Bank-note. 


C.  C.  F.-TYTLER.— Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH   TYTLER. 

What8he  CameThrough  ,  Mrs   Cannichael's  God 

Buried  Diamonds.  desses. 

The  Blackball  Ghosts.      Rachel  Langton. 

The  Macdonald  Lass.       A  Honeymoon's  Eclipse. 

Witch- Wife.  I  8apphira  '  A  Young  Dragon. 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 

By  ALBERT  D.  VANDAM. 

A  Court  Tragedy. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETELLY.-The  Scorpion. 

By  F.   WARDEN Joan,  the  Curate. 

By   CY    WARM  AN— Express  Messenger, 

By  A.  WERNER. 

Chapenga's  White  Man. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 


The  Old  Factory. 
Red  Ryvington. 
Ra  phNorbreck  sTrust 
Trust-jboney 
Sons  of  Belial. 
Roy  of  Roy's  Court. 
With  the  Red  Eagle. 
Strange    Crimes     (True 
Stories). 


For  Honour  and  Life 
AWoman  Tempted  Him 
Her  Two  Millions. 
Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 
Nigel  Fortescue. 
Birch  Dene. 
The  Phantom  City. 
A  Queer  Baca. 
Ben  Clough. 

By  ATHA   WESTBURY. 
The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook. 
By  C.  J.  WILLS.— An  Easy-going  FeUow 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life  ;  and  Regimental  Legends. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 

By   E.   ZOLA. 

The  Joy  of  Life.  |     His  Masterpiece. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 
Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression. 
The  Conquest  of  Plassans.  |    Germinal. 
The  Honour  of  the  Army. 
The  Downfall.  I  His  Excellency. 

The  Dream.     ]  Monev.      The  Dram-Shop. 
Dr.  Pascal.       I  Lourdes.     Some.         I      Paris. 
The  Fat  and  the  Thin       |  Fruitfulness.    |    Work 
By   '  ZZ.  ' — A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  |A  Life  Interest. 
Blind  Fate.  Mona's  Choice. 

Valerie  s  Fate.  |  By  Woman's  Wit. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN 


Philistla.      I     Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
By  E.  L 
Fbratne  Phoenician. 


Duraaresq  s  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal.         [piece. 
Ivan    Greet  s    Master- 
The  Scallywag. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 


BY  FRANK 

Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  &  Death. 
Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas. 
Honest  Davie. 
A  Prodigal's  Progress. 


BARRETT. 

Found  Guilty. 
A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford,  &c. 
Woman  0 .  Iron  Brace  'ts 
The  Hardinc  Scandal. 
A  Missing  Witness. 


By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 

By  Cella's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar  s  Bay. 


Ready- Money  Mortiboy 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Theiema 


The  Ten  Years  Tenant, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All    Sorts    and    Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Koom. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  Paulns. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

Ti  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Master  Ciaftsnian. 

Bv  AMBROSE   BIERCE. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK   BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  No-man's 

Savage  Life.  I      Land. 

BY   BRET  HARTE. 

Callfornian  Stories.         I  Flip.  I    Maruja. 

Gabriel  Conroy.  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.     A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  ]  Ward  of  Golden  Gate. 
By   ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
S.Katherine's  by  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queea. 
Beyond  the  Dreams  of 

Avarice. 
The  Revolt  of  Mau. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 
The  City  of  Refuge. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
Annan  Water. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
The  New  Abelard. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Rachel  Dene.    |     Matt. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 

By  BUCHANAN  and  MURRAY. 

The  Charlatan. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  'Black  Prince.' 

By  HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 

The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  FerroU  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 

Tho  Bar  Sinister. 
By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Mid- 
night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


By  W1LK1E  COLLINS. 


Armadale.  ]  AfterDavk 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  C.  EQBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 

The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebels  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'  I  Say  No  I  ' 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


By  H.  N.  CRELL1N. -Tales  of  the  Caiiph. 
By  B.  M.  CROKER. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
Diana  Barrington. 
'To  Let.' 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
A  Third  Person. 


Village  Tales  and  Jungle 

Tragedies. 
Two  Masters. 
Mr.  Jervis. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single  ? 
Interference. 


In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  lie- 

ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By   DICK   DONOVAN. 

The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  I 
Wanted  ! 
Who    Poisoned     Hetty 

Duncan? 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs 
The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 
The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDVVARDES. 

A  Foint  of  Honour.        i  Archie  Lovell. 

By  EDWARD   EGGLESTON. 

Rozy. 

By  G.  MANVILLE   FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lilv. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.        |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY   FITZGERALD. 

Bella  Donna.  I  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson 

Never  Forgotten.  Seventy  -  five    Brook 

Polly.  Street. 

Fatal  Zero.  |  The  Lady  of  Brantôme 

By  P.   FITZGERALD  and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I   King  or  Knave? 

One  by  One.  Romances  of  the  Law. 

A  Real  Queeu.  Ropes  of  Sand. 

Queen  Cophetua.  !  A  Dog  and  his  Shadow 

By   HAROLD   FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife.    I  The  Lawton  Girl. 

Prefaced   by  Sir  BARTLE   FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 

A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  ,  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  '  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  '  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

What  will  World  Say  ?  j  The  Golden  Shaft. 
Iu  Love  and  War.  j  Of  High  Degree. 

For  the  King.  i  By  Mead  and  Stream. 

In  Pastures  Green.         j  Loving  a  Dream. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow.   '  A  Hard  Knot. 
A  Heart's  Problem.  Hearts  Delight. 

The  Dead  Heart.  Blood-Money. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
James  Duke. 

By  ERNEST  GLANVILLE. 


The  Lost  Heiress 
A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  Rev.  S 
Red  Spider. 


The  Fossickei. 


BARING   GOULD. 

I   Eve. 

By  ANDREW   HALLIDAY. 

Every-day  Papers. 

By  THOMAS   HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

Bv  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter'e  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  th» 
Camera. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

t  By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

»  .  n>.      By  G-  A.  HENTY. 

Rujub  the  Juggler. 

.     v  By   HEADON   HILL. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN   HILL. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

_     By  Mrs.  GEORQE   HOOPER 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD 


A  Maiden  all  Forlorn 

la  Durance  Vile. 

Harvel. 

A  Mental  Struggle 

A  Modern  Circe. 

April's  Lady. 

Peter's  Wife. 


Lady  Vomer's  Flight. 
The  Ked-House  Mystery 
The  Three  Graces. 
Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
Lady  Patty. 
Nora  Creina. 
Professor»  Experiment. 


By  Mrs.  ALFRED   HUNT. 

That  Other  Person.  I  The  Leaden  Casket 

ScK-Condemned. 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KINQ. 

A  Drawn  Game.  i  Passion  s  Slave. 

•  The    Wearing    of  the    Bell  Barry 
Green.' 

By  EDMOND   LEPELLETIER 

Madame  Sans-Gene. 

By  JOHN   LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN   LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  7 

Paston  Carew. 

'  My  Love  1  ' 

lone. 

With  a  Silken  Thread 

By  HENRY  W.    LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
Tlhe  One  Too  Many. 
DulcieEverton. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


-  -  .ir  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Camiola 

By  HUGH   MACCOLL. 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

„       By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES   MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

By  VV.    H.    MALLOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

.       By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A   Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  L-  T-  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorilllon.    ' 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

«    .    «,  ?y  J>  E'  MUDDOCK. 

S  tories  Weird  and  Won-  I  From  the  Bosom  of  the 

derful.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  I 


By  D.  CHRISTIE   MURRAY. 


A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin  s  LittleGirl. 
Time  8  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 

Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 

The  Way  of  the  World 

Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By   HUME   NISBET. 

'  Bail  Up  !•  |  Dr.Bernard St. Vincent. 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann's.  |  Billy  Bellew. 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 

Dr.  Rameau.  |  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love. 

By   Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies.  i  The  Greatest  Heiress  in 

The  Primrose  Path.         |     England. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine'sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 


By  OUIDA. 


Two  Lit.  Wooden  Shoes. 
Moths. 
Bimbi. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Wanda. 
Othmar 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma, 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 

Ouidas   Wisdom, 

and  Pathos. 


Wit, 


By  MARGARET  AGNES   PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL    PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker    |  Mrs.  Tregaskiss 

Christina  Chard.  | 

By  RICHARD   PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husband». 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey 

Bv  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 


The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline  s  Harvest. 
Like  Father.  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but.  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The    Mystery   of    Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 


By  Mrs.  J.  H.   RIDDELL. 

Weird  Stories.  ,  The  Uninhabited  House 


Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling 


The  Mystery  in  Palace 
Gardens. 


..*..  .............  u.uumK.  viuuona, 

The  Prince  of  Wales's    The  Nun's  Curie 
Garden  Party.  I  Hie  Tales. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  CHARLES  READE. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 


It  1b  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put     yourself    In    His 

Place 
Love  Me   Little,   Love 

Me  Long. 
The  Clouter  and    the 

Hearth. 
Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Jilt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 


Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Doubla- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Man  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 
By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange.       I  The  Woman  in  the  Dark 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 


By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo  k  sis  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The  Mystery  of  the 
'Ocean  Star.' 

The  Romance  of  Jenny 
Harlowe. 


An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
Good  Ship   '  Mohock.' 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  ? 
Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Last  Entry. 

By  DORA   RUSSELL. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  GEORGE   R.  SIMS. 


Zeph. 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  10  Commandments. 
Dagonet  Abroad. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 


The  Ring  o  Bells 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To  day.   . 
Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
My  Two  Wives. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.   I  The  Plunger. 
Beatrice  and  Benedick.        Long  Odds. 
The  Master  of  Rathkelly.    j 

By  T.   W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  ,  Back  to  Life. 


Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 
Hoodwinked. 
By  Devious  Ways. 

By  R.  A. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 


The  LoudwaterTragedy. 
I  Burgo  s  Romance. 
Quittance  in  Full. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea 
STERNDALE. 


By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.Benedict's 
To  His  Own  Master. 


Orchard  Damerel. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


„       By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

By  ROBERT  SURTEES. 

Handley  Cross. 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like    Ships    upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.  ,  The  American  Senator. 

Marion  Fay.  Mr.      Scarborough» 

Kept  in  the  Dark.  Family 

The  Way  We  Live  Now.     GoldenLionof  Granpere 
The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  |  Stolen  White  Elephant 
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The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwain  s  Sketches 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 


Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Prince    and    the 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
£1,000.000  Bank-Note. 


By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

Brides  Pass  |  Lady  Bell     The  Huguenot  Family 


The  Blackball  Ghosts 
What  SheCameThrough 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 


Buried  Diamonds 
St.  Mungo's  City 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.  |  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 

A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAN. 
My  Flirtations. 


NEW  SERIES  OF  TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

Picture  cloth  boards,  flat  backs. 


His  Own  Ghost.    By  D.  Christie  Murray. 
In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.    Bv  Bret  Har te. 
Plotters  of  Paris.    B,  Edmund  Mitchell. 
The  Temple  of  Death.    By  Edmund  Mitchbll. 
Towards    the    Eternal    Snows.     By    Edmund 

Mitchell. 
Sport  and  Spangles.    By  Byron  v/eeber. 
A    Crimson    Crime.     By   GEORGE    Manvillb 

Fe*n. 
Dora   MyrI,    the    Lady     Detective.     By   McD. 

BODKIN,  K.C 
Vincent  Trill,  Detective.    By  Dick  DONOVAN. 
Dark  Deed».    Bv  Dick  Donovan. 


A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs.    By  BRBT  Harte. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.     By  Bertram 

Mitford. 
The  Waters  of  Edera.    By  OUIDA. 
The  Lady  from  Nowhere.    By  Fergus  Hume. 
In  London's  Heart.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Joan,  the  Curate.    By  Florence  Warden. 
St.  Katherine'»  by  the  Tower.    By  Sir  Walter 
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The  Track  of  a  Storm.    By  Owun  Hall. 
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